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For Augustine.. Because if you don't ask, you don't get! :D 


Just what in the flying fuck do | do with a twenty-one year old?! 


David, so painfully young and a little naive, isn't the man | was finally expecting to bring home with me. | was 
expecting- You know, | don't know who, or what, | was expecting. But it wasn't a a guy from the Midwest who's 


only just discovering his sexuality. 


You know what? Who gives a fuck? He's sweet, and adorable, and oh so cute. And, despite my job and all my 


failings, he seems to like me. 


We packed his stuff up and made our way back to my apartment. The apartment is a little studio place just a 
two minute walk from the hustle and bustle of all things Hollywood. | chose it for the obvious reason of it 
being close to my "work place". From there, | could walk, or stumble, to whichever spot | wanted to drum up 


trade. | never bring my johns back and, even if | did, that would all have to stop because now I've got someone 


to love and look after. 


David's constantly taking everything in. His eyes are everywhere, looking at everyone and listening to 
everything. He pauses from time to time to sample smells or to look at something for a moment longer than 


normal. Which is fine. He's a guy from Minnesota who's never seen this shit before. 


The apartment isn't much to look at. There's a couch and table in one corner and a double bed in the other. 
Down the bottom end is a little kitchen The only other door beside the entry is to the bathroom. The large 


sash windows look down onto the street below and are the perfect place to watch life go by. 


"This place is pretty neat." David's voice is breathy as he looks around himself. Probably overwhelmed by 
everything. 


"Meh. It's not much but its home. Drop your stuff somewhere and make yourself at home." 


Which he does by going straight for my mouth. As much as it stuns me, l'm not gonna stop him. His fingers 
wind into my hair and a soft moan leaves his lips. He's as gentle as he was the night before, cautious and 
careful as he tries to express him. Wrapping one arm around his waist and placing my other hand on his back, 
| hold him close as our kiss deepens. David melts against me as though we were made for one another, his 
body fitting perfectly against my own. | want to take him to bed. But, at the same time, | don't want to push 
him too far, too fast. 


Pulling away, | kiss his forehead and look down into his expectant hazel eyes. "Hungry? I've got-" | shrug. "Pasta 
or hotdogs. | haven't been shopping yet" 


Which is a big fat fucking lie. Most of the time | eat on the go and burn the calories while on my hands and 


knees. Sex is a great cardio workout. 


David gives me the softest of smiles. "Pasta is good." He pauses and reaches into the back pocket of his 


leather pants. | never even knew those things had pockets. "I've got money if you want to go to the store." 

| wave him away as | head for the kitchen. "Save it. We'll go tomorrow." 

Putting water on to boil, | watch as he sits on the couch. He kicks off his shoes and tucks his feet beneath 
him before reaching for a copy of The Recycler. | can hear the pages softly turning as | toss pasta into the 
water. 


"You still want to be a musician?" 


| pause and turn from the hob. He's obviously found the circled ads in the paper. | shrug and lean against the 
counter. "Probably just a pipe dream at this point" 


David looks up and gives me another of his smiles. "It's never just a pipe dream. You should keep chasing it. | 


know | want to." 


"And you're young enough to do it. lm." | sigh and look down at my shoes. The good pair that | wear out on 
the streets. | really should change out of my work clothes. "Thirty-five and everything aches, mostly from 
being on my knees. And that's something else we've gotta talk about. David, you realise I'm going to have to go 
and do this job until | find something else, right?" 


He looks at me with so much innocence that | could dry. "Yeah," he gently replies, "I do. But I'm not gonna 
dictate to you. You're good at what you do otherwise you wouldn't have this place." 


"As long as you're comfortable with it-" 


David cuts me off by getting to his feet and padding over to the counter. He leans on it and looks up at me. 
Everyone has to do the same. My height has been both a blessing and a curse. 


"I'm comfortable with it. You do whatever you need to do. Once I've been back home, I'll look for a job, too. And 


then, if you like, you can change what you do. Until then, its your decision in how you make money.’ 


| smile and reach out to stroke his hair. "Thank you. Speaking of which, when do you have to go? And what are 
you gonna tell your folks?" 


"Four days. And I'll tell them that I've found a job out here. Its probably gonna be a few years before | tell 


them about who | am." 


Which is fair enough. | discovered that he's from a staunchly Christian family and | highly doubt that him 

coming out of the closet will go down well. Its wrong to assume that it's okay for someone so young to lose 
their family. And, from the sounds of it, they all adore one another. David needs to bask in that love for as 
long as possible. Fuck knows | know enough about that having lost my Mom before | was eighteen and having 


my Dad be absent for the vast majority of my life. 


Draining the pasta, | spoon it into dishes and cover it with cheese. My fridge and shelves are bare and it must 
be painful for David to see. 


"| normally eat while l'm out." | hand him a bowl and rummage in the cutlery drawer for a pair of forks. "l 
promise that we'll go to the store tomorrow. Or at least when | get in from work." | peer at the clock on the 


oven. 2pm. "I'll go out at about nine and should be home by three. Are you going to be okay?" 


David's already dropped himself back onto the couch and | go and join him. There's nothing to keep him 
entertained; no TV, no books. There is an old guitar that | occasionally noodle on in the vain hope that one day 


I'll "make it". 


He looks at me and nods and | can't tell if he's deciding to run or if he pities me. I'll be lucky if he's still here in 


the morning. 


‘ll be fine. Honestly. You go and do what you need to do. I'll still be here.” 
My heart warms and the fear begins to drip away. "Promise?" 


David smiles gently. "Promise." 


Straightening the collar on my shirt, | give myself the once over in the bathroom mirror before stepping back 
into the apartment. Leather pants, wet-look shirt buttoned halfway, and a couple of necklaces and | look like 
fire. At least to me anyway. Whether I'll pick anyone up is another matter. 


David's lying on the couch with a pile of magazines that | didn't know | had stashed in the apartment. To me, he 
looks bored despite his reassurances that he's not. Wandering over, | bend to give him a kiss and watch his 
face light up. 

"You look amazing!" 


Those three words cause me to take a step back. "You think?" 


Swinging his legs down, David rights himself and looks me over. His face is a picture of joy and excitement and 


he reaches out to run a hand down one of my legs. 
"Hell, yeah! Kinda wish you didn't have to go out.” 
My smile must be a mile wide and the hit to my ego has sent me into orbit. Sitting beside him, | take his face 


in my hands and give him a long and lingering kiss. It doesn't take much and David is instantly wound around me 


as he eagerly returns my affection. 
"Well, | take Sundays and Mondays off, so.." 


| could hold onto him all right and look into those eyes. David seems so at peace with himself and completely 


different to the kid | met on the streets just twenty-four short hours ago. 
His fingers stroke through my hair as he whispers, "I'd like that.” 
Its a date then" Getting to my feet, | give him one last kiss as | try and drag myself away. He's adorable and 


as sweet as apple pie. | just want to wrap myself around him rather than hit the streets. "I'll see you in the 


morning. I'll try not to wake you when | come in. Sleep well, okay?" 


Standing outside the Roxy, | watch as the sun sets over the ocean. Across the road, | can see Dave with his 


red hair spiralling around his shoulders. | go to lift a hand when | feel a presence beside me. 

Glancing to my left, | find Kirk, lithe and beautiful, standing in my shadow. | give him a smile. 

“Evening.” 

He gives me that tight little smile of his before sweeping his tightly curled behind his ears. "You okay?" 

| nod and shrug. It's neither here nor there really. "Yeah. | suppose. How are you? Good night?" 

Traffic is light for a Thursday night and | suspect that there's a few events happening that we haven't caught 
wind of. If you don't read the daily newspapers you're shit out of luck for information and have to rely on 
people like Motormouth Mustaine across the street to fill you in. Never let it be said that hookers aren't a 
bunch of gossip whores. Its not like we always thrive on it. It's more a way of finding out what's happening a 


block down the road or in the next neighbourhood over. 


Kirk shrugs and | wonder why he's come over to talk to me. "It's okay. Had a couple. Not much." He stretches 
out a skinny arm and scratches the base of his neck. "I'm thinking of getting out of this game." 


That causes me to raise an eyebrow. Kirk's been out here longer than | have. In fact, he's the guy that 
introduced me to this world, which would explain why he's come over to talk "Why's that?" 


‘lm just not feeling it any more, man. The excitement's gone. I'm tired of being on my knees for some guy.” 


"So where you gonna go?" | can feel my heart chilling. As much as | dislike it when other hookers get in my 


personal space, | can't help but feel for Kirk We go back a long way. 


His voice is oh-so-soft and gentle and | realise, for the first time, that if | didn't have David around |'d 
definitely take Kirk home with me. "I hear that Jake's Junkyard is hiring." 


Jake's Junkyard is a well known male strip club with a clientele that leans towards gay men and bachelorette 


parties. | talked to David about getting a new job.. 
"When are they auditioning?” 


Kirk looks at me with those big, brown eyes and | wonder if, at some point, | could talk David into a threesome. 


| instantly dismiss the thought with a small shake of my head. 


"Tonight and tomorrow," he replies. "I'm gonna go tonight. Like right now." He bites his lower lip and scuffs a 


shoe against the floor. "If anyone comes looking for me-" 


"IIl tell ‘em you'll be here tomorrow. Go. And good luck. Let me know how it goes.” 


With a nod, Kirk turns and leaves. | watch him walk back along Sunset. Jake's is a couple of blocks up the road, 
sandwiched between a porn shop and a burger place. With all the debauchery that happens on this road, it's 
the perfect place to catch some swinging dick. 


| mull it over while watching the traffic and pacing my little spot. There really is no one out here and | do need 
to get off the streets, if not for me then for the man in my apartment. Turning on my heel, | begin to trace 
Kirk's steps. | don't know if I've got the moves to be a stripper but, hey, you don't know until you try, right? 


l'm just crossing Hilldale Avenue when a familiar voice calls out to me. "James! Yo, Jamie!" 


Inwardly, | cringe. Outwardly, | plaster on a grin and get myself safely onto the pavement as a red Porsche ‘Il 
squeals to a stop beside me. Leaning out of the window with a pair of aviator sunglasses on his nose and a 
shit-eating grin on his lips is Dave. Long, dark hair swirls around his shoulders and | can already feel that 


neatly trimmed beard on my skin He creeps me the hell out but, damn, he pays well 
"Gonna get in?" he asks 

"Not got anything to do today, Dave?" 

"Not for another couple of hours." He nods towards the car. "Get in. We'll go to the office" 


Three hundred dollars, an hour on my knees, and that's most of the rent for the month sorted. | just have to 
not say anything offensive and play the fuck along. 


| let myself into his car and fold my overly long legs into the seat well. Dave smiles at me and | can see the 
grey beginning to touch his hair. Either he's been hiding it for a while and hasn't dyed it since the last time | 
saw him or he's under a lot of stress. Either way, | don't give a shit. | just keep my eyes on the road as he 
accelerates back into the sparse traffic. 


Dave's an executive for Universal Records and | suspect that my "services" have been tossed on his expenses 
bill several times. Probably under "masseur" or some similar health related title. Whatever. As long as the 
money's in my pocket | don't care how he classes our meetings. On top of that, Dave was one of the first 
guys to pick me up so | do have some loyalty to him. Wasn't the guy that busted my cherry, though. That 


goes to the other Dave, the red-haired gossip monger across the road. 


"You weren't at your normal spot," Dave says as we cruise along Sunset and towards Hollywood. "Where were 


you heading?" 
None of your fuckin’ business. “Job interview." 


"For real?!" Dave sounds shocked and l'm surprised the car doesn't screech to a halt. "You can't do that. You're 


too good at what you do." 


| give him the barest of smiles. "You'll find another mount, Grohl. Don't worry about it. And, if | get the job, I'l 


let you. You can come and pay custody visits” 

"So where are you going? I'l drop you there afterwards: 

May as well tell him now that I've admitted itll be public facing, “Jake's” 
"The strip club?" 

"Yeah" 


Dave huffs beside me. "At least I'll still get to see you naked and I'm sure that we'll be able to work something 


out." 


By that | know that he means a private arrangement. Also means that I'll be able to up my fee. Want me bent 
over your desk? That's gonna cost you two months rent right there. Besides, | know he's good for it. 


He parks in the valet lot and we take the elevator to his penthouse office. | can lie; its got a glorious view of 


the street below and | wonder if one day I'll be able to provide to this for David. 


Dave locks the door, loosens his tie and drops himself onto the black leather couch. His eyes sweep over me 
and that wolfish grin returns to his lips. "You know what to do, Jamie." 


Indeed, | do. He likes it when | stay fully clothed so | drop to my knees and crawl across the floor to him. 
Resting my chin on his thigh, | stare up into his glazed eyes. His cock is already beginning to harden, tightening 
his grey suit pants. 


But | fucking hate it when he calls me Jamie. I've always been James. Never shortened it and it makes me 
sound like I'm younger than | am. Which is what | think he's aiming for. | think Dave's always had some kind of 


incest kink. 've just never bought it up with him and never fuckin’ will 


Wrapping my hand around his clothed cock, | slowly stroke him. It doesn't take much to get Dave's engine going 
and, before | know it, he's demanding that | get on my feet. He winds a hand into my shoulder length hair and 
pushes me across his black desk. | can see myself in the wall-sized mirror on the other side, watching with 
bored eyes as he yanks my pants down and pushes my shirt into the small of my back He backhands my ass, 
making me hiss and rear up before shoving two lubed fingers inside of me. I'm glad that | spent a little time 
preparing myself before | left. 


There's the snap of latex onto hard flesh and fingernails dig into my flanks. With my hands wrapped around the 
far edge of the desk and my ass stuck out, | wait. 


And wait. 


And wa- 
Until he gives me another stinging slap. 


"Got a big load for me today, Jamie? You normally do. A good, big load all over the carpet. Wanna see you 


erupt like a volcano." 


My own fingernails dig into the underside of the desk and | wonder how many marks I've left during previous 
encounters. My top lip peels back into a snarl. "Then you better stick your cock in me," | hiss. 


Dave wastes no time in doing just that and | push myself up from the desk as his cock fills me. His fingers dig 
into my skin before he reaches, once more, for my hair. Pulls on it to deepen the curve of my back. 


"Yeah," he hisses. "Like that. Love givin’ your ass a pounding." 


You want to know what the funny thing is? Dave's married. With kids. He's one of those closeted gays. And who 
can blame. | definitely wouldn't want to come out right now. Not in an era when being gay will leave you beaten 


and bruised. | can hold my own, I'm not sure that Dave can. 


In some sick way, | enjoy my meetings with him. He may be a sleazeball. May call me by a nickname that | 


hate. But, fuck it, he's good at fucking and he gives it to me with everything that he's got. 


And so | force myself to watch as as he pounds into me, his face twisted with lust as he yanks on my hair 
and backhands my ass. | can feel my own orgasm barreling towards me, a tight knot in my groin that will 
explode all over the floor. And, once I'm done, I'll walk outta here with enough money to make sure that David 


can eat properly. 
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| finally crawl home at 4am. True to his word, Dave took me to Jake's. And true to Kirk's word, they were 
holding auditions. Which | promptly nailed So now | have a new job that isn't working on the streets but is still 
bringing in a chunk of cash. | get to keep everything | make bar a twenty percent fee that goes to the club. 


Dancing isn’t too dissimilar to hooking. | take my clothes off for money. Except rather than it being for one 
person (other than going to a private room with someone) its for multiple people, all of who want to pay to 


see me naked. Win win all round. 


But damn.. That audition was tough. Toughest thing I've done in a long time. Starting on the streets was hard 
but once I'd created that persona that people see out there, it was a walk in the park. Suddenly | was on a 
stage in front of five people and | had to grab what | could remember of the guy from the streets and turn 
him into something sexy. He had to take off his clothes and maintain an erection all while looking sexy and 
sultry. But he nailed it and I'll start as soon as David's on a plane home. I'll tell him about my new job once he's 


safely back in Minnesota and hope that he returns. 


Speaking of which.. Warm light from the street lamps outside streams into the apartment and turning 
everything a subtle shade of orange. David is curled on the bed with the sheets pooled against his waist and 


his hair fanned over the pillows. | can't help but smile as | look at him and | feel my street persona melt away. 


Diving into the shower, | wash off the smell of Dave and the others guys | picked up before returning home. 
Some nights I've been so tired that I've dropped into bed with cum still on my lips. But not tonight. 


Drying off, | pull on a fresh pair of shorts and gratefully climb into bed. David, dressed in what | can now see 
is a set of flannel pyjamas, stirs and rolls over. His arms reach for me and | gladly allow myself to be held 
close. My own hands stroke down his back, taking in his slender frame, and | can feel myself relaxing. He has 
such a positive and soft light that | can't help but allow myself to be drawn in. I've seen some shit in my life, 


especially out on the streets, and never knew that | needed the comfort and warmth of someone like David 


My fears are completely unfounded and, over the next few days, we're inseparable. We spend the days 
together until | have to slink off to work mostly exploring. Sometimes it's the city. Sometimes it's one another. 


And | can't get enough of him. Truly, | can't. He gives off the most beautiful energy and | realise that it's 
something that's been missing from my life for so very long. | just want him within arms reach at all times so 


that my fingers can brush against his arm and pick up some of what he radiates. 


But | know that I'll have to let him go. Take him to LAX and kiss him before he crosses the air-bridge. And 


then I'll have to wait for him to return. 


The night before he leaves should be a work night for me. But | can't bear the thought of being away from 
him for a moment. In just a few short days I've gone from being completely independent and not realising that | 
needed someone in my life to being utterly devoted to them. And, as | give David a quick kiss and move from 


the couch, | can see why. 


He gives me the sweetest and gentlest smile. The notebook lying in his lap is all but forgotten, the notes that 
he was scribbling down suddenly a distant memory. | don't know what he's writing about, or whether he's just 
making plans for his future. But, for the past hour, he's been lost in their depths, his head resting on my 
thigh as his pen danced across the pages. 


"Won't be a minute." 
"kay." David gives me another once over before picking up where he left off. 


With my heart in my throat, | disappear into the bathroom and strip down. On his first night in the apartment, 
David had asked for something very specific and now l'm going to give it to him. A goodbye-until-I-see-you- 
again gift, if you will 


| strip off and shower before donning the ensemble that caught his eye; tight leather pants and a black, wet- 
look shirt. He may have been fresh out of the closet but David was quickly learning about himself and what he 
wanted. He was slowly coming out of his shell, becoming more forward and asking questions, touching and 
tasting. The previous evening, just an hour before | left for work, he'd got to his knees and lavished me with 
his first blowjob. Seeing him kneeling there, with his heavy hair swept back from his face and his eyes so wide 
and earnest will be a moment that I'll never allow myself to forget. 


His hands had been so tender and his mouth so soft. | stood there with my pants unzipped and my hand on the 
back of his head, unable to do anything as | watched in fascination. It had been a long time since someone had 

done something so sweetly for me. Normally, when I'm out at work, its me giving that pleasure. It's very rare 
that one of the guys l'm servicing will take my cock either in their ass or their mouth. So to have someone on 


their knees and pleasuring me is a gift that | won't soon forget. 


Taking a deep breath, | look at myself in the mirror. I've done this a million times before yet the nerves are 
eating away at me. Nerves, that | realise, are actually the winding, curling feelings of falling in love with 


someone. 


| smile to myself as | settle my hair around my shoulders. Love. So this is what it feels like? Not a quick fuck 
in some dude's car. But warmth and the painful ache of knowing that the person of affection will soon be 


stepping away. 


Tucking my hands in my pockets, | walk back out into the apartment and stand beside the circular dining table. 
Two chairs are pushed beneath it and the table is bare except for my keys and wallet. David is once more 
engrossed in whatever he was doing and it's only when | clear my throat that he looks up. His face is blank for 
a heartbeat before the realisation sets in and pure joy sweeps over him. 


David drops the notebook to the couch and gets to his feet. He meets me halfway across the room and 
tentatively reaches to rest his hands on my chest. His eyes are filled with the kind of happiness that | wish 
every one of my clients had, a happiness that knows no boundaries and just wants to love and accept the 


person that | am. 
"You look-" David's smile widens and his fingers curl into the soft fabric of my shirt. "Amazing!" 


Colour touches his cheeks as his hands slide to my shoulders and curl around them before sliding back down, 
They pause at my stomach and David just stands, looking at me as though he's seeing me for the very first 
time. The rapture that's on his face and the adoration that | can see shining from his soul is like nothing I've 
ever seen No one, whether former boyfriends or johns, have looked at and touched me in the same way that 
David is now. He's treating me as a human being, something that | haven't had for a long time. Most of the 
time I'm a piece of meat, a living, breathing sex doll and a means to an end. l'm there for people to live out 
their fantasies and get off with. After that.. Nothing and, like yesterday's news, I'm discarded. Trust me, | love 
job. | just don't like someone of the pain that comes with it. Pain that | know will have left wounds that I'll have 


to deal with sooner or later. 


His hands slide to my waist and David takes a deep breath. His tongue flicks over lips that have become plump 
and he leans in closer. A spell has fallen over us and | don't want to break it. Yet | can't help but slip a hand 
into the small of his back and pull him closer. Despite his arousal, David's caresses are as gentle as before and 


he links his arms around my waist. 


The kiss is so gentle that it may never have existed A figment of my imagination caught in a moment in time, 
whispered away so quickly that | wonder if | can capture it again. David pulls away and smiles at me. His 


fingers graze against the leather of my pants before he links his hand with mine and leads me to the bed. 


Our lips meet in a frenzied kiss and our legs tangle together. David arches from the bed, his hands knotted in 
my hair as he moans. That ache, the one that tightens in the base of the groin, is there, ready and waiting to 
break. But | can't. Not tonight. 


"David" | pull back and rest my head against his shoulder. My head is swimming and my breathing is laboured. 
"I can't. Not tonight. | don't want it to be like this for you. | don't want it to be a quick fuck that's done and 


dusted in five minutes. You deserve more. You deserve better." 


His legs are lax around my waist but his hands remain in my hair. Gently he pets my head and | let myself 
melt against him. 


"IFs okay," he murmurs. "Really, it is. | just-" He sighs and his head falls back against the pillows. | slide a hand 
beneath him and pull him closer, my lips finding his cheek. He lets out a long, slow sigh. "I just really like you. 
Its crazy how all of this happened, and how quickly. And now l'm gonna get on a plane and go home and hope to 
be able to come back." His next pause is longer and heavy. "I'm going to come back. I'm not gonna leave you, 


James. I've been incredibly fucking lucky over the past few days and l'm so thankful that | ran into you. 


Someone else might not have been so... 


David shuffles himself onto the pillows. With his feet resting on the bed, he pulls me close and | let myself 
melt against him. How long is it since I've done this with someone? How long is it since I've laid with someone 
and just appreciated their presence? The love that I've been craving for so long sweeps through me and | find 
myself curling up on David and letting him take care of me. It's been a long time since anyone's done that for 


me either.. 


"caring," he finally finishes. "I've been thinking on while you've been out. Thinking about if I'd picked one of the 
other guys. Would they have been as caring as you? Or would they have taken what was offered?" 


Mustaine would have. Mustaine loves himself some young flesh. He'd have taken David's virginity and the cash 
before leaving the kid to get on a plane home. He wouldn't have felt a thing for David bar that split second 


explosion of pleasure. 


David gently lifts my head from his shoulder and looks into my eyes. His thumb runs over my cheek and the 


softest smile I've ever seen crosses his lips. He looks so happy, so serene, so content. 
"You're beautiful. Does anyone ever tell you that?" 


"All that time," | quietly reply. "But only in that moment before | drop my pants for them. This is the first 


time I've heard it from someone who cares for me." 


Fuck. | can feel those old insecurities rearing their head. Here | am, with a beautiful man in my bed, and he's 
about to walk out. Who else walked out when | was a kid? My Dad. And now | have to fight back the urge to 
hold David back from leaving. | also have to stop myself from turning cold because he's leaving. Its only going 


to be for a while. 
"David. Will you leave your phone number?" 


David looks at me warmly before kissing me. "Already have. It's by your phone. I'll let my Mom know that a 
friend from LA will be calling. And I'll take yours with me just to be sure." 


| want to ask him if he really cares for me, if he really loves me, if he'll really be back Instead, | say, "David, 


if you find you're struggling to get your airfare back here you'll call me, won't you? I'll happily help you." 


His face softens and his hand cups my chin. He leans in and gives me another of those soft, sweet kisses. "Of 


course | will. Thank you." 


"You don't have to thank me. | just want you back here as quickly as possible" My heart aches at the thought 
of losing him. It's a thought that vanishes as his hands slide down my back and to my leather clad ass. David 


gives it an appreciative squeeze and groans as he pulls me against his groin. 


"Move," he murmurs. "Please move. | want to feel you." 


This is the first time we've been like this. Over the previous night we've laid side by side as our hands and lips 
wander. To finally rest my weight on him is divine and | find myself instinctively moving my hips. David accepts 
me as gracefully as | knew he would, his legs falling open and his arms wrapping around my shoulders as his 

lips find mine. My hands slide beneath his shoulders as we move as one, rubbing against each other in a dance 


that is far more erotic than | thought it would be. 


Our voices, like our limbs, tangle together and | find the ache growing into a raging fire. | need to come. Need 
to get off. Need to know that someone else is experiencing the exact same pleasure at the exact same 


moment. 


| brace myself against the bed and let my head drop to his shoulder. | can feel his warm breath on my cheek 
and hear his moans ringing in my ears. His body writhes against mine and years of experience tell me that 
David is close. 


My hands clutch him closer as | murmur, "Come on. You can do this.” 


Pressed against me, he feels so small. So fragile. As though a gust of wind will carry him away. Yet there is 
strength in his fragility and his willowy arms hide what lies beneath. 


The world around us fades to nothing. | find myself cradling him, holding him close as he moans softly. My own 
voice is there, just as quiet, yet filled with everything he needs to know. 


David stills beneath me and a cry snaps past my ear. In that same moment, my own body lets everything go 
and the pleasure rushes through me. Never did | think that something so simple would be so sensual. Maybe 
its the person l'm with? Or maybe it's because it's something I've never done before. But its hot, and heavy, 
and hedonistic. And | straight up don't care about the cleaning that will go into these pants. 


We lie tangled together, clothing sticking to us with sweat. David opens his eyes and smiles up at me before 


reaching for a kiss. 
"That was amazing. Thank you." 


My lips find his and my hands tighten around his shoulders. "No need to thank me. I'm happy that you're here. 
And | can't wait to have you back." 


| can hear my voice cracking and feel the emotion finally rising. Yet David is so sweet and so gentle. He holds 
me and touches me and reassures me that he'll be back as soon as he can. He's not saying goodbye. He's 
saying "I'll see you soon’. Those four words fill my heart with the love and joy that | never realised that | 


needed. 


Taking David to the airport is like losing a limb. My heart is wrenching as we join the snarl of traffic heading 
into the terminals. He's sitting beside me, his hands clasped in his lap, and a morose look on his face. | can tell 


that we're both feeling the same and the air of pained separation is heavy in the car. 


"David, I've gotta be honest" | inch the car forward as someone tries to cut in front of me. "My life hasn't 
been great. We haven't really talked about it over the past few days but if this is going to work between us, 
and | really hope that it does, | need to be honest and open with you." 


My heart is racing as | begin to pour out my life story. OF a home that fell apart when | was young. Of having 
no family bar my siblings. Of feeling rejected, abandoned, unwanted, unloved My life is pretty much the 
standard story you get with any hooker; we're all out there trying to fill a void in our lives whether that's 
family, love, or financial. We may enjoy the work and may not know that we're trying to fill a hole in our lives. 
But we are. Each and every one of us, no matter what we're doing in our lives, has some kind of darkness that 


we're trying to chase away. 


So | worry when people come into my life and then walk out. My temper flares and | adamantly reject them so 
that | can get that first punch in. | don't want them to think that they're hurting me. | want to be the one 
hurting them to make up for all the pain that | went through and so that | can absolve myself of any fleeting 


feelings that may have been brewing. 


| fully expect David to leap from the car and run to the terminal. | expect to be left in my car with my heart 
shattered and my hopes fleeing. | expect to hear the door slam. 


Instead, | feel a calm warmth flood over me. My hands loosen on the steering wheel and | glance across to 


David. There's a soft smile on his lips and he reaches out to touch my knee. 


‘lm not going anywhere, James," he quietly replies. "Not now. Not ever. Well, | mean I'm getting on a plane now 
but I'm going to come back. I'm not like the other men on the streets. I'm not going to break your heart. To do 
that would kill me. James, | feel so fuckin’ lucky. I've found someone who seems to like me. And, yeah, it may 


have been in the most bizarre place, but | don't care. You're amazing and | don't want to let go of you." 


My heart is melting at his words and, as we sit in stationery traffic, | reach over to kiss him. We may have 


known one another for less than a week but there's something that | have to ask. "Will you be mine?" 


David's smile is warm and bright and he reaches to cup my chin. "Absolutely, one hundred percent yes." 


It takes all of my willpower not to hold him in the car. It takes everything | have to walk with him through the 
airport and to the plane. It kills me to let him go. It tears me apart to watch him turn at the gate and give me 


a wave before he disappears from sight. 


| return to my car with a heavy heart. | spend the next hour sitting there and mourning until | find myself 
glancing at the clock. 


305pm 


My eyes turn to the sky and | watch as a United flight that | assume is bound for Minneapolis soars into the 
sky. Scrambling from the car, | cup a hand over my eyes and strain to look at the departing plane, wondering 


if, high above me, David is doing the same and searching for a final, fleeting glance. 
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"James, can | have a word, please?" 


Shit. Nothing good has ever come from those words. | slide from my perch in the club and wander over to the 


booth that Jake has made himself at home in. 


Jake is a real person Larger than life with broad shoulders and close cropped salt and pepper hair. His partner, 
a younger blonde man called Ryan, is sitting beside him. | pull up a stool and face the two men. Jake leans on 
the polished wood table and looks me in the eye. 


"As you can imagine, we do things a little differently here. Yes, we're a strip club that primarily caters to the 
gay market. And, with that, comes other.. obligations." 


Planting my elbows on the table, | lean forward a little. "Go on 
"Our dancers also do live sex shows-" 
‘Ive come from the streets so I've not got a problem with that," | reply. 


"Okay." He runs a hand through his hair and leans back into the padded booth. "When you're feeling more 
comfortable and have found your place, you can take your turn. If you run into another dancer who you 
believe you'll be a good match with, then the floor's all yours. If not, we'll assign someone to you." His eyes 
rake over me just as they did during that audition. My mind flashes back to it and | remember Jake, Ryan, and 
a clutch of others watching as | slowly lost my clothes. The moment wasn't erotic in the slightest but the 
thought of others watching.. Well, the James that | put on stage quite likes that kind of attention. "How do you 


perform?" 
Confused, | raise an eyebrow. "How do you mean?" 

"In bed? Top? Bottom? Sub? Dom?" 

"Ohl Yes. Sorry." | idly scratch at my elbow. "I do whatever. | used to be a hooker so none of it phases me" 


Its my first evening in the club and l'd be lying if | didn't say that | was nervous. I'm terrified. Petrified, even, 
of getting on the mirror-tiled stage at the heart of the club and sliding out of my clothes. The stage by itself 
is intimidating with mirrors above it, poles at either end and one planted right in the centre. There's other, 


smaller, podiums around the club by most eyes are focused on that stage and what happens upon it. 


I've been assigned to do the later shift, from [0pm onwards. I'm just admiring the wine-red walls and dark 
drapes that hang between the booths when a hand fleets over my waist. Swinging around, | find Kirk grinning 
behind me. He's dressed from head to foot in black and his sinewy arms hanging from beneath a black wife- 


beater. He has a bag slung over one shoulder and his waterfalls of tightly curled black hair are tied in a 
ponytail. 


"Good to see you, James." 

"And you. Thanks for letting me know about this place." 

He dumps the bag at the bar and pulls himself onto a stool. "How are you finding it?" 

"First night." 

"You'll be fine." The bartender brings him a can of Coke and | find myself suddenly thirsty. 

| pull myself up beside him and have the bartender bring me one of the same. The man, looking to be in his 
mid-thirties, reminds me that | need to leave him some of my cash at the end of the evening. Of course | do, 
everyone makes money from the naked flesh of the dancers. 

"How are you finding it?" | ask 

Its great! James, it's so much nicer than the streets. For one, we're inside. No rain No humidity. No dirty 
alleys." His voice is breathy and filled with excitement and the way he stumbles over words and pauses to 
catch himself is straight up adorable. "You're going to love it here." 

"Um-hm." | take a drink of the ice cold soda before asking, "Jake told me about the live sex shows." 

At the mention of those, Kirk's eyes go wide. "Yeah..." 

"You're not keen?" 


"Well, | left the streets to escape the sex." 


Yeah, of course we did. And to make a new partner feel more comfortable. Not that | think David would have 


cared if I'd carried on hooking. 
"You done one yet?" | ask. 


He nods and lowers his head and l'm sure | can see tears swimming in his eyes. Even though my gut is 


screaming at me not to do it, | reach out and run a hand over his hair. 
"Hey, Kirk," | murmur. "There's nothing to be ashamed of. You know that, right?" 


He nods again and, in the hollow of his throat, | see his Adam's apple bob. 


"You remember what you told me when you first introduced me to the streets?" 
He shakes his head and | keep my hand resting against his hair. 


"You told me to not be ashamed of what we have or what we do. We're the ones who hold the power. We're 


the ones who control the narrative, and our bodies. Don't be ashamed of what's happened, okay?" 


| lower my hand and drape my arm around his almost painfully thin shoulders. We sit quietly for a moment 
before the following words fall out of my mouth: "Hey, just a thought, but if we have to do this, and it looks 
like we will, why don't we do it together?" 


His eyes snap to mine and his lean fingers wrap around my wrist. "Are you serious?" 


| shrug. "Well, yeah. We need the work. Although we could always go back to the streets. But if it makes you 
feel a little more comfortable | don't have a problem with being your stage buddy. 


Kirk's face is a picture of joy and | can't help but wrap him in a hug. He falls into my arms like a lost child, a 


fragile creature who needs someone to love and care for them, at least for the moment. 


| carefully pet his hair as | murmur, "Is gonna be okay. | promise. You're not gonna do anything you feel 


uncomfortable with, okay?" 


So, live sex shows, stripping, private rooms where pretty much anything can happen (although only with the 
consent of the dancer).. Your typical over the top strip club, right? 


Wrong. 


Its actually quite refined. Despite the screeching from the bachelorette parties, most of the guys that come 
in are refined and moneyed. Which means that we're set to make a bunch more money than we did out on the 


streets. 


Music pounds from the speakers as | cruise around the club, making small talk and tempting people to buy 
drinks. All the time | have one eye on the stage as | watch Kirk. God, he's beautiful. Slender with that flawless 
caramel skin and tattoos creeping over his hip bones. A diamond nose stud glitters in one nostril and silver 
bracelets adorn his wrists. The fear that tore through him earlier has faded and his performer side has come 
out. Leaning into the shadows of a booth, | watch as he strides around the stage and leaves clothes in his 
wake. He uses the polished metal poles as though they're the mere prop that they are, bending and twisting 
and giving the men before him every possible view of his body. The little gold shorts that he wears are tight 
and show off the perfect outline of his erection. And once he's glistening with sweat, he gracefully stoops to 
pick up his clothes, gather the money that's been tossed on the stage and steps from the stage. The second 
his feet touch the club's floor, there's a line of men waiting to speak to him. 


But what about David, right? The guy | hooked up with. He'll understand, especially when | explain that I'm doing 
it to make Kirk feel more comfortable. David's full of love and empathy and, once | introduce them to one 


another, he'll be completely fine with me fucking another man for money. At least | hope he will 


"Gentlemen, and ladies," Conner, the club's DJ, voice snaps onto the sound system. "Please welcome the 


Junkyard's newest entertainer to the stage, James Hetfield” 


My heart's in my throat as | approach the steps. It's show time. 


| crept back into my apartment at a little after Zam. It was only when | was sneaking into the bathroom that | 


realised | was alone. David wasn't there and there was no need for me to be completely silent. 


With a heavy heart, | took a leak and hit the playback button on my answering machine. There was just a 


single message and the caller's weary voice filled me with hope. 


"Hey. Its me. | got home safe. My brother picked me up from the airport and I'm back at the farm. I've gotta 
keep this quick ‘cause Mom's creeping around but | love you and I'll see you soon, okay? I'll call you at about 


noon my time." 


Then there was the ominous click and David was gone. Sitting beside the machine, | played the message again. 
And again. And again. | had to hear his voice. Had to know that somewhere, out there, David was alive and well 


and thinking about me. 


It takes me a while to hoist myself to my feet. | empty the cash from my pockets and stare at it. Three 
stage dances and four private dances and I've netted myself a cool six hundred dollars, double the amount that 
I'd normally make on the streets. But, like the streets, | know that such amounts can waver, rising and falling 


like waves. Some days will be good. Others will be bad. Some will be amazing. 


"Hey! How you doing?!" David's voice, as happy as ever, drifted over the ether and into the phone. Slumped on 
the floor with the phone cradled on my shoulder, | grinned like an idiot as | drank my coffee. 


"All the better for hearing from you. How's Minnesota?" 


David chuckled and | could hear him hunkering down. "The same as ever. Flat and boring. I've already been out 


collecting eggs. Mom's cooking and Dad and Elliot are out working the fields. How's LA? How's work going?" 


Geez, he had such a white bread life that | should have felt like throwing up. But | couldn't. David, and his life, 


were too sweet. Saccharine sweet. And | adored that about him. 


"LA's LA," | replied "And work's work. It puts food on the table and keeps a roof over our heads." 
| could hear the smile in David's voice as he said, "Our. | like the sound of that. I'm gonna pick up a job when | 


get there. I've already told Mom and Dad that l'm coming back out. Dad's not surprised at all. Mom's sad. She 


thinks it's going to be bad for me. But I've told that | already have a place to live and an awesome room-mate, 


so... 
"Room-mate?" My heart froze. "What did you say about me?" 


"Oh, you know. | said that you were really nice, that you were a musician and that you worked in the 


entertainment industry." 


Oh, fuck me. He's good. Almost too good. And | can't help but laugh. "David! That's probably the best description 


of my job that I've ever heard! I'm gonna use that on my all-too-empty resume. "Entertainer". Fuck me!" 

For the next hour, we riff back and forth, telling stories and commenting on the worlds around us. | listen as 
his voice becomes lower and | hear him shift around a little. My own cock twitches as | realise what he's doing. 
A smile crosses my lips. 

"Helping yourself over there?" | gently ask. 

David's quiet for a moment before he mutters, "Um-hm. Sorry.” 

"Hey." My own voice drops. "Don't apologise. You do what you need to." 


| hear him chuckle. "I've been "doing what | need to" since | got back" 


Leaning back against the wall, | draw my knees up and take another drip of coffee. "Really, now? And how does 


that make you feel?" 


David grunts softly and | suspect he's trying not arouse suspicion It's gotta be tough to be a red-blooded 
male while in the family home. "Good. Makes me feel good." 


"And what are you thinking about, David?" | put my mug on the floor and rub my free hand over the bulge in 


my Jeans. 


"You." His voice is breathy and | can hear the distinctive rustle of a hand stuffed into jeans. "Always you. | 
can't wait to get back" 


"Why's that?" 


‘| want you, James. Want all of you. Want to be with you. | don't want to live a lie any more." 


| wrap my hand around my clothed cock and give it a squeeze. A low moan leaves my lips and | roll my head 
back against the wall as | imagine all of the things that I'm going to do to David. Just thinking of him naked and 
on the bed with his knees pulled up and legs spread wide nearly tips me over the edge. 

My voice finally returns and | ask, "How do you want to be with me?" 


‘In every way. Please," he softly begs. 


‘lm not gonna turn you down, David. You know that. You're gonna come back here and we're going to do 


everything that you want." 
It takes time but David is soon sharing his deepest fantasises with me. All of them are perfectly vanilla 
compared to what l'm used to be doing. Which, for me, is a nice break. | want to be with someone who wants 


the simple things in life, who wants to be loved and cared for and wants to give it all in return. 


From the other end of the phone, | hear David give a deep groan and a slow Fuck. He murmurs my name and 


my body responds in kind as | soak my shorts. Panting, | fall heavily against the wall. 
"You are too fuckin’ much, David. Too fuckin’ much." 

‘For real? With everyone you've been with?" 

"They were paying me. | don't enjoy it as much as people think | do," | sadly reply. 

"I hope you enjoy it with me." 


| smile and drain the last of my coffee, washing away the grainy taste in my mouth. "I know | will” 
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We spoke every day in conversations that often ended with us having some pretty heavy phone sex. | couldn't 
wait to have him back and finally do all of the things that we'd talked about. Listening to him grow in 
confidence as he talked about his sexuality and the things that he wanted to try warmed my heart, and my 


cock. 


But as the days dragged on, | couldn't help but feel that he wasn't going to come back. At least not any time 


soon. 


"| can wire you the money," | said one Friday morning. "David, | want you back here. | so desperately want you 


here. Please let me bring you back" 


There was the crackle of phone static and a painful silence from the other end. "I've nearly got the money," 


David eventually replied. "I'm working on the farm." 
"So you get an allowance?" | made sure that David could hear the smile in my voice. 


He chuckled. "Yeah. You could say that. I'm the one who makes sure that we have enough buyers for 


everything we produce. Not a bad job. | don't have to get my hands dirty too often. That's Elliot's job.” 
"And your stuff?" 


"Staying in storage here. Hey, do you mind if | bring my bass and a practice amp with me? | promise I'll try 
not to piss of your neighbours." 


| grin and sip on my coffee. "That's perfectly fine. You never know; we might get around to starting that band" 
Yet the days dragged into another week and | was beginning to lose hope that David was coming back My 
heart was constantly in my throat and no matter how much | threw myself into daily life, | just couldn't stop 
thinking about him. 

Sitting in the club's dressing rooms, | stare at myself in the mirror and wonder just what the fuck is wrong 
with me. Even before I'd talked to him about my insecurities, David had made a promise to come back He 


seemed to like me. Seemed to maybe even love me. And now he's drawing out his return as long as possible. 


A small, slender body sits itself in my lap and | find myself wrapping my arms around Kirk and holding him 
close. His arms go around my chest, hugging me as he tucks his head beneath my chin 


"Don't know if | can go through with this," he murmurs. 


| gently kiss his head before stroking over his shoulders and back. He's so small compared to me and | wonder 


if that's what's made David run. David has almost the same build as Kirk and, compared to me, is tiny. It 
makes me wonder if my size has scared him away. If he's worried about what | may do to him when the time 


arrives. 


"We can do this," | quietly reply. "We've got each other, remember? You don't have to go through this alone 


again" 


It took a while but | eventually found out what made Kirk so scared. Most of the time this guy will take on 
anything. He's got a wonderfully kinky side that | know has turned on so many people. To see him shaking and 
close to tears at the prospect of another live show was painful. 


It was the night before | started He was asked to do a show with one of the other guys. Being the pleasure- 
hungry dude that he is, he agreed. Only for them to tie him up and whip him until he bled. No safe words. No 
after care. No hint of him even agreeing to it. He'd just taken what they'd handed out, forced himself to 


orgasm, and cried himself to sleep once he'd returned home. 
Which is why I'm so determined to now look after and protect him. 


And there's no way | can say no. He looks incredible. Those skinny legs in painfully tight skinny black jeans. That 
willowy body trapped in nothing but a black wifebeater. He's going to be naked in under a minute but it's going 


to be one of the hottest minutes that I've ever seen. 


So how do you fuck on a mirrored floor? You don't. Saturdays are live show night and they move a bed onto 
the stage. Yeah, a fully made up bed. It's kinda stupid but they also don't want us ruining our knees too early. 
That can wait until we've been in the game a little longer and suddenly find it difficult to move properly. 


The nerves are already jittering through me and | wipe my sweaty palms on my jeans. Calming down is tough. 
But | know that all that will melt away once I'm on the stage. Once I'm focused on what's happening, | won't be 
able to see the baying crowd that surrounds the stage. 


The clock finally strikes the magic hour and, with my eyes firmly focused on Kirk, we make our way to the 
stage. As predicted, everything fades to nothing as | watch him begin to strip to the beats that bellow 
through the speakers. My eyes are firmly on him, watching as his lithe body twists to the music, his sultry 
smile forever catching my eye. His fear seems to have disappeared. He knows that he's now safe and cared for 


and that no one will hurt him without his permission. 


That smooth, beautiful skin slowly appears from beneath his clothes. | can hear the crowd cheering and 
hollering but my attention is completely on him. | want Kirk to feel safe, admired, wanted and, to some degree, 
loved. | want him to know that someone appreciates him. And I'm doing just that as | watch him grasp a pole 


and arch his back. Those black curls tumble down his back and his cock is straining against his jeans. 


Those slender, almost delicate, legs appear from inside the jeans and Kirk's cock springs against his stomach. | 


have to stop myself from drooling as | follow his lead and slowly lose my own clothes. He kneels on the bed, 


one hand wrapped around his cock and his eyes growing darker as he watches me. There's a wicked little grin 
on his lips and the tip of his tongue seductively flicks out to lick away a bead of sweat. Goddamn it, he's going 
to finish me before we've even started. 


Once I'm naked and slowly approaching him, everything else is forgotten. There's no crowd. No baying. No 
screaming. No demands. No club. Just the two of us and a bed. And damn right I'm going to make good use of 


it. 


My hand cups his chin ard | tilt his head back. For a moment our eyes are locked and his lips twist into that 
playful smirk that I've seen a hundred times before on the street. A hungry, lusty smirk that always shows 
when he's got his eye on someone, or something, that he wants. It's a tiny gesture that causes my gut to 
wrench and | go straight for his lips and give him the longest, deepest kiss that | have in me. A kiss filled with 
promises that he'll never suffer at the hands of another again. His arms go around my neck and he holds me 


tight, sighing softly as | stalk a little closer and begin to ease him to the bed. 


Our limbs tangle together and | find myself sliding over his perfect skin and holding his perfect body tight as 
we make out. | can hear us softly groaning and my cock twitches as it slides against his. He's perfect. Beautiful. 
Stunning. Amazing. And | can't believe that I'm getting paid to do this with him. 


My lips find the hollow of his throat and | revel in placing soft kisses all over his delicious caramel skin. Kirk 
writhes beneath me, his voice gentle and the stutter gone for a moment as he gives me quiet commands. Kiss 


me here. Touch me there. Give me more. 


Kirk eventually slides out from beneath me and positions himself on his hands and knees. He sweeps the hair 


from his shoulders so that he can peer back at me, his eyes so dark they're now black. That little smirk is 
back and he lowers his chest to the bed in an invitation that | can't refuse. 


I'm happy that he's prepared himself beforehand and | allow myself to slide into his welcoming entrance. He's 
tighter than | expected and | hear an involuntary groan rise from my chest. My hands rest at his angular hips 
and | slowly begin to move. 


It doesn't take much before my head's swimming and | drop over his back My hands link with his and my lips 
find the delicate curve of his throat. Kirk's voice murmurs to me, his own pleasure evident when | sweep a 
hand back to reach beneath him. His cock is hard and slicked with pre-come and | stroke him in time to the 


rhythm that we've set. 


Nothing. | see nothing of the club around us. The air is already warm with the expectation of those who've paid 
to watch us. I'm sure that if | listen hard enough | can hear them bawling at us. But, for now, I'm lost in the 


incredible pleasure that's taken over. 


| bury my nose in his hair and inhale the scent that is uniquely Kirk, a mix of musk, incense and cheap dollar 
store shampoo. He's far and away the most incredible guy I've been with in a long time and | can't get enough 


of him. | want to wrap him in my arms and spirit him away to a place where he feels safe. | never want him 


to worry ever again. | want him to feel wanted and appreciated and listened to. I've known this guy for years 
and when he's not in work mode he's an adorable little dork with a slight stutter. He can find it difficult to talk 
to people but get him on the right topic and he doesn't shut up. He's like a kid at Christmas with bright eyes 
and the biggest smile. 


"Gonna come," | whisper in his ear. "You gonna come first?" 


He mumbles a response and | sit back back on my heels, pulling Kirk with me. He rests on the balls of his feet, 
his head back and resting against my shoulder as he rides my cock. With one arm wrapped around his waist, | 


continue to stroke him, encouraging him to shoot his load. 


He rises and falls, lost in his own moment and appearing to love every second of it. | dot kisses along his 
shoulder, my tongue lapping at the sweat that speckles his skin. I'm completely lost in his beauty and wrapped 
up in that he has to offer. | can't believe that I'm lucky enough to have him sitting in my lap and being paid 
for the privilege. As much as | don't want it to end, | know that sooner, rather than later, this moment will 


reach its expected climax. 


With the knot in my gut growing, | lift my head and look down to my left. | can see shadows moving within the 
darkness that surrounds the edge of the stage. The indistinct shapes come and go, ghosts that won't be there 
tomorrow, until one of them leans into the light. 


My heart stops and | feel myself still The room closes around me, tightening around my throat and choking 
the last of the air in my lungs. Kirk lifts his head and | can hear him talking to me. 


James. James. What's the matter? Dont stop. Not now. 


His hand wraps around mine and forces me to continue stroking him as | look down at the figure beside us. 


Golden hair falls around their shoulders and wide, innocent eyes watch us. 
David David's here. Watching us. How the fuck did he find me?! 


The knot in my groin begins to turn to guilt until David leans a little closer and gives me the most deviant grin 


I've ever seen. He reaches down and pulls something from his pocket only to slip it across the mirrored tile. 
A twenty. A crisp twenty dollar bill. 


And that's all it takes for my libido to snap back into action. | give him a smile, one that | hope conveys how 
much | love him, and roll my hips back up. Kirk cries out and stiffens against me, shocked by the sudden 
movement. His cock twitches in my hand before he erupts all over us. His orgasm is enough to spur me on and 
my arm tightened around his waist as | spilled myself deep inside of him. 


Grabbing a couple of sheets, | wrapped one around Kirk before throwing the other over my own shoulders. It 
took me a matter of seconds to grab our clothes and stuff the scattered cash into the pockets before | took 


Kirk's hand in my own. He looked at me with sweet confusion as | pulled him towards the stairs. 
"What's going on? Why did you stop up there?" 


| leaned over to hiss in his ear. "Gotta introduce you To someone. He caught me off guard. Was in Minnesota 


twenty-four hours ago." 

"Who is he?" 

| stopped as David wandered up to us, his hands stuffed in his pockets and a gentle smile on his lips. "Someone | 
met" | reached out with my free hand and took David by the shoulder. My lips found his in a hungry kiss 
before | pulled back "David, this is Kirk Kirk, this is David" 


| stepped back and watched as David offered his hand to my friend. In the low light, | could see a blush 
touching my boyfriend's cheeks and he glanced down awkwardly as Kirk shook his hand. 


"You're beautifull" David suddenly expressed and | found myself grinning like an idiot at his compliment. 


Kirk looked first to David, then to me. His own face was lit up like a picture. "James, he's a sweetheart. 


Where'd you find him?" 


| hooked a thumb towards the door. "Out there. On the streets.” | leaned down and gave David another kiss. "I'm 


gonna earn some more money. | won't be long. I'll let you two get to known one another." 


It didn't take me long to knock out a couple of private dances and, with a hundred dollars stuffed in the pocket 
of my jeans, | went to find my suddenly-appearing boyfriend and my work husband. | found them curled up in a 
booth, almost hidden in the shadows and sharing a couple of drinks. They seemed to be deep in conversation as 
| slipped in beside David and draped an arm around his shoulder. He jumped at my touch before leaning back 
and grinning at me. | dropped a hand into his hair and gently scratched his scalp. 


"So," | started. "Want to tell me why you didn't tell me you were coming back and how you found me?" 
David's grin widened and he stretched up to give me a kiss. "I thought I'd surprise you." 
"You definitely did that. Damn near gave me a heart attack. How'd you find me?" 


David shrugged. "| went to your usual spot. You weren't there so | asked the red-haired guy. He said that you 


were working here now." 


Ah. Motormouth Mustaine. Can't bet on him keeping a secret. | tighten my grasp on David and pull him closer. 
My lips wander over his hair before settling beside his ear. My heart aches at not telling him all those weeks 
ago that I'd changed jobs. 


| was going to tell you. | decided to get off the streets so that | could provide a better life for you. What you 
saw up there, on the stage, wasn't supposed to happen We didn't know until we started working here that we'd 


have to do that. And we decided to do it together because we know one another." 


| look over at Kirk. His face is filled with sadness and | know that he's thinking that David is going to get up and 
walk out. Instead, David twists from my arms and kneels on the padded leather. His hands clasp my face and he 
gently kisses me. 


‘| met you on the streets, James. | don't care what you do for a job. | don't care what you do up on that 


stage. | love you for you. Not for how you make money. 


The love and warmth that I've been looking for for so very long has finally returned home. | hold David close 


and pepper his face with kisses, unable to believe my luck. 
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When it's finally time to leave, | bid Kirk a good night and try to pry my boyfriend away from his new friend. 
They give one another lingering glances and | smile to myself. | kinda like the idea of them being together and 
maybe, under my supervision, they can. But not until David's up to speed Kirk can be a kinky fucker and | don't 
want him frightening, or chasing, David away. 


We drive home with the windows down and the radio wailing. David seems to be on cloud nine as he leans out 
of the window and screams into the night. He's loud enough to make a crowd of late night tourists jump in 


horror. 

Welcome to Hollyweird! Be glad youre leaving in a couple of days 

David laps up everything around him. He loves the weirdness. He loves strolling around Hollywood and taking in 
all the grimy characters that he meets. He loves diving into strange little shops and coming out with some kind 
of knick-knack. He loves just watching the world go by. It's beautifully innocent and, at the same time, scarily 
naive. | do worry that he's going to end up in some kind of scrape because | wasn't there to ward him off 
from talking to someone he shouldn't have. 

Its just before lam when we fall into the apartment. | heave the keys into the dish beside the door and start 
to strip off and head for the shower. It's only when | feel eyes on me that | remember that, for the first 
time in several weeks, l'm no longer alone. My heart leaps and, l'm ashamed to say, so does my dick. 

| turn and find David staring at me with those huge, hazel eyes. Gone is the confident guy from the phone to 
be replaced with the innocent, nervous guy | first met. He shuffles from one foot to the other with his hands 
balled in his pockets. 

‘lm gonna take a shower," | softly say. "Want to join me?" 

He tilts his head to one side and gives me a quizzical look. "James." 


"We don't have to do anything you don't want to do." 


David walks up to me and places a hand on my chest. I've missed him doing this. Missed him standing there as 
he stares up into my eyes. Missed feeling him against me. 


His fingers curl against my skin and he leans up to give me a tiny kiss. | feel my breath hitch and | wrap an 


arm around his narrow waist. 
"Everything," he murmurs. "I want to do everything.” 


"Now? Tonight?" 


His teeth nip at my lower lip and | can feel his erection grinding against my thigh. 
"Tonight. Please, James. Don't make me wait any longer.” 


There's no way | can turn him down. Helping him out of his clothes, | take him to the shower and revel in the 
way that his body fits so snugly against mine. His hands wander over our water-slicked skin and his lips claim 
mine in the passionate kiss that I've spent every night dreaming of. Suddenly unabashed in his nudity, David 

presses me up against the tiled wall and takes all that he's been waiting for. He wants me, and only me, and if 


that isn't enough to make an old punk's heart soften then fuck knows what is. 


His orgasm blows my mind and he's a picture of perfection as he clings to me, his head thrown back beneath 
the spray of the shower, and his seed splattering over his chest. 


Our shower is quick and, before | know it, we're sprawled on the bed. David stares up at me, his still-damp- 
hair spread over the pillows and a soft smile on his lips. He pulls his knees up before letting his legs fall open, 
giving me a view of all that he has to offer. His cock is already hard again and he idly lets his fingers wander 


over it. 
"Please, James," he quietly begs. 


l'm not going to turn him down. Not again. Both of us have waited long enough for this moment, all the while 
battling doubts and insecurities. 


Sliding between his legs, | lean over him and give him the gentlest of kisses. His hands wind into my wet hair 
and he pulls me closer. Electricity sizzles over us, amplified by our damp skin. Once more my hands slide 
beneath his shoulders and | hold him close, savouring the feeling of having him with me. Never did | think that 
| needed this. Never did | dare accept anyone else into my life. Yet in a few short weeks, a fresh-faced kid 


from the Midwest has slipped into my life, and my heart. 
"David, this is gonna hurt a little. You know that, right?" 


His eyes are wide and filled with innocence yet he still nods. "I know. And | don't care. | want you more than | 


want to be comfortable." 


His words are always right, each one slowly chipping away at the ice castle that I've built around myself. No 
longer am | the man he met on the streets, the man who nearly took his virginity in exchange for cash. Now 


I'm the man that he wants to love, and be loved by, and l'm grateful that he accepts me for all that | am. 


| open the drawer of the small bedside cabinet and pull out the bottle of lube that's been in there for fuck 
knows how long. | can't remember the last guy | bought back here out of choice. Most of the time, | live an 
insular life and, when | was out on the streets, clients used to take me to their cars, cheap hotels, the 


occasional expensive hotel or, more often than not, some stinking alleyway. 


Tapping the inside of his thighs, | urge him to let his legs fall open. David does so, his eyes always on me as he 
takes in every move that | make. Popping the bottle's cap, | apply a generous amount to my fingers before 
gently rubbing back and forth on his tiny rosebud entrance. David sighs and | watch as he closes his eyes. A 
shiver runs over him and his hands loosely grip the bedclothes. 


| ease my fingers into him, listening as his breathing changes and tiny murmurs of pain whisper passed his lips. 
But he's relaxed and that's all that matters. It takes time and a lot of lube but there's no way I'm going to 
rush either of us. If I'm nervous, goodness knows how David feels. 

Getting to my knees, | slide myself back over him. His eyes flicker open and he smiles again. David smiles a lot 
and I'm happy that he does. He fills my heart and feeds my soul. He's the person that | didn't realise that | 
needed. 

My lips find his as | wrap a hand around the base of my dick. | want to be careful. Want to take it slow so 
that | don't surprise, or hurt, him. David gives me all that he's got, spread before me like a flower ready for 


plucking. 


| take my time in slowly easing myself in. David hisses and winces but never moves other than to lift a hand 


and stroke it over my head. 
"Hurts," he murmurs. "But it's good. Don't stop." 


His reassurance is beautiful and just what | need to hear. My own voice joins his as | whisper to him, telling 


him that he's doing well and that the pain will soon subside. 


Before | know it, I'm buried deep inside of him. David lies splayed beneath me, his eyes still screwed closed and 


a sheen of sweat on his forehead. Leaning closer, | kiss it away before finding his lips. 
"Ready?" | ask. 

"Ready." 

"Open your eyes for me. Let me see you." 


David does as | ask and his hazel eyes are filled with love, wonder, and lust. Love for me, wonder at the new 


world that lies before him, and the lust of what's about it happen. 
There are moments that you never want to forget. Moments that you want to cling to for the rest of your 
life. This is one of those moments and | want to take all of David in. | want to remember him in this moment 


and cling onto it whenever l'm at work. 


| take it slow, watching his reactions as | do. He groans in pain before slowly beginning to relax. His hands ball 


into the sheets and the smell of sex and sweat fill the air. 
Leaning down, | brush my lips against his ear. "How you feeling?" 
"Good. Feeling good. Don't stop. Please don't stop." 


| don't intend to and | continue to rock my hips. As | do, David lifts a hand and wraps it around my shoulders. 
His fingers dig in and rake lines across my skin. | hiss and buck myself into him, catching his prostate in the 
process. He arches from the bed, his scream howling passed my ear. Having him pressed against me is 
beautiful. Hearing him scream and react to everything that l'm doing is pure heaven and | feel my heart 


soaring. He's perfect and every reaction he gives is a thing of pure beauty. 


| unwind one hand from around his shoulder and hook my fingers into the edge of the mattress. The pain that 
David was feeling seems to have melted away and he's now mewling and writhing beneath me. | get the feeling 
that I've opened a box that I'm never going to be able to close. He continues to claw at my back and his other 
hand is now wound into my hair as he hungrily seeks out my lips. His tongue forces its way into my mouth 


and he alternates with nipping at my lips. 


l'm not going to last much longer, not with the now-horny David pinned to the mattress. His cock slides against 
my stomach and he shifts to gain purchase, frantically rubbing himself against me. 


Breaking the kiss, | rest my head on his shoulder. "David. Gonna come." 


He growls and rolls his hips to meet mine. Gone is the innocent virgin. In his place is a sex-starved little harlot 


who's going to leave me unable to walk and possibly unable to talk 


| take the hint and piston my hips back and forth, striking that spot deep inside of him. It doesn't take long 
before he's arching from the bed and his seed is soaking the both of us. | can't hold back and | spill myself 
deep into his welcoming hole. My head swims as | slump on top of him, my breath short and sharp. David's 
hands are limp against my back, his fingers no doubt stroking over the wounds that he's left behind. | can only 
hope that no one at the club will mind that I've been a little "ruined" by my over-enthusiastic boyfriend. 


We lie tangled together until David shivers. Hauling myself from the bed, | take him to the bathroom and clean 
him up before returning him beneath the covers. He looks at me with soft eyes and a gentle smile. Fuck knows 
how we found one another but I'm so glad that we did. His smile warms my heart. His words make me feel a 

million feet tall. And when he winds his arms around my waist.. | feel like I've finally come home after so many 


years of wandering. 
David presses a kiss to my chest before tucking his head beneath my chin. "That was amazing. Thank you." 
"Hey, you're welcome." My hands rest on his head and gently stroke over his hair. lm still overwhelmed from 


what's happened and | find myself struggling to take it in and process it all. Pulling him closer, | press a kiss to 


his head. "I really enjoyed it. Thank you for, you know, trusting me with this.’ 


"It was always going to be you," David whispers. 


| can't help myself and | pull him closer. Burying my nose in his hair, | hold back the emotions that roll over 
me. The abandonment. The grief. The agony of being alone in the world for so long. The mistrust. 


"David," | murmur. "There's so many things I've told you. And there's so much still to tell you. If | don't tell 

you that | love you right now its not because | don't. | do but there's so much that's happened in my life. You 
know that | fully expect people to get up and walk out of my life. I'm still expecting you to do that even though 
| know that you're not. And I'm doing my best to trust you right now. But my life's not been the greatest. Hell, 


| work in a strip club. So please be patient with me. I'll open up eventually.” 


His arms tighten around me and | feel a dampness against my skin. Curling a finger beneath his chin, | lift his 


eyes to mine and find that they're red-raw and filled with tears. David shakes his head. 

I'm going nowhere, James. | promise. I'm not gonna leave you. Not after all of this-" 

"But Kirk-" My heart shatters with those two words. 

David forces a smile and he leans up to kiss me. "Ils very beautiful to look at. And watching you guys.” That 
deviant grin graces his lips again. "Hot fuckin’ damn. I've never seen anything like that. And | want to see it 
again" 

| feel myself beginning to relax a little. Maybe everything's not going to be so bad? "Really?" 


"Hell yeah!" David's eyes sparkle in the low light. 


Holding him close, | settle down and allow myself to bask in the warmth and love that suddenly surrounds me. 


"Thank you. Really. From the bottom of my heart, thank you." 


| wake to a cold bed and the distinct sense that something's wrong. Opening an eye | find that David's gone. My 
heart shatters into a million pieces, especially after the conversation that we'd had the previous evening. | 
reach to clutch at pillows that still hold a few of his stray hairs. They're all the same; they get what they 


want and then leave. 
You promised You promised you wouldnt walk away. 
Fingers brush the nap of my neck, pushing the hair to one side before lips follow in their wake. Suddenly l'm 


bolt upright and turning to look at whoever's behind me. David kneels beside the bed, his face lit with joy and 
his hair pulled into a ponytail. He's dressed in jeans and a hoodie. 


"Hey. Sorry to wake you." 
"David, it's-" | look at my watch. "630am. What are you doing awake already?" 


He shrugs. "Jet lag and still on farm time. | thought I'd go out and get us some coffee and a couple of bagels. 
You hungry?" 


l'm about to say that I'm fine when my stomach chooses that precise moment to rumble. Truth be told, | 
didn't eat much the previous night and l'm sure that | didn't see David eat. He met up with us at somewhere 


around Ilpm so goodness knows when his last meal was. 


Suddenly I'm hankering for smoked salmon. "Cream cheese and smoked salmon" Quickly | remember my 


manners. "Please. Thank you." 
"And, yeah, um-" David chews his lower lip. "How do you take your coffee?" 
Hooking a hand around the back of his neck, | pull him in for a kiss. "Like you. Hot, blonde, and sweet," | breathe. 


David mewls against me and l'm fairly certain he's about to get naked again before he pulls himself away. 


Looking flustered, he brushes himself down and rearranges his jeans. 
"You're cruel, James. Very cruel." 
Stretching out onto my back, | tuck my hands behind my head and smile up at him. "Oh, | know." 


David playfully rolls his eyes as he bends down to give me another kiss. "I'll be back soon. Gonna pick up The 
Recycler while l'm at it. See if there's any jobs. Or any bands." 


"Good call. I'll see you ina while." 


| don't want to let him walk out of the door. He's already given me one heart attack. | don't want to risk 


another. | watch as he walks across the room and to the door. 
"David?" 

He pauses with his hand on the doorknob. "Yeah?" 

"Come back, won't you?" 


He sinks against the door and smiles softly. "You know | will” 
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| dozed for another hour before dragging myself from the bed. | made it as far as the couch where | lay and 
admired the early morning sun streaming through the windows. It was only when | rested my head back 
against the couch's worn arm that | noticed how bare the apartment was. 


The walls are white brick and the pipework is nestled high in the ceiling. The windows have blinds but | never 
close them as l'm rarely at home during sleeping hours. The coffee and dining tables are tidy of clutter. There 
aren't even throw cushions or a blanket on the couch. The apartment is functional at best and no place for 
either myself, nor David, to live. The only splash of colour, other than David's pile of clothes that are beside 
the bed, is David's bass, a cherry red Jackson, and a small practice amp that are sitting beside the door. 


| slide from the couch and walk over to the instrument. It leans against its case, meaning that David had been 
awake long before he woke me. He no doubt took the bass out to make sure that it had survived the flight. 
My hand wraps around the neck and, even though | know | shouldn't be touching another musician's instrument, 


| can't help myself. | need to do this. Need to feel the weight of a guitar in my hands. 


Perching on the edge of the bed, | balance the bass on my lap and run my fingers up and down the fretboard. 
The excitement that suddenly races through me has no comparison. | can't remember the last time | felt this 


alive. Well, | can. It would be last right when | was tucked up in bed with someone who absolutely adores me. 
And | wonder if David was bought into my life for a reason? 


l'm just running through the bass line for Ace of Spades when the door opens. | freeze, unable to move, as 
David walks in. He doesn't see me at first as he nudges the door shut with his hip. He looks first to where his 
bass was and | see his shoulders tighten. Then he looks up and, when he sees me, a smile sweeps across his 


face. 
‘I'm sorry," | whisper. 


"Don't be." He places the bags he's carrying on the table before coming to sit beside me. "It's just a bass. Well, 
its my only bass, but you have at it. If it's making you feel good, you pick it up." He leans in and gives me a 
kiss and | wonder how the fuck | ended up with someone like him. "Come on. There's hot coffee, bagels, and 


cookies. | couldn't resist the cookies." 


| put the bass back beside its case and seat myself at the table. When was the last time | sat here? Have | 
ever sat here? All | remember is that it was here when | moved in and will still be here whenever |, sorry, we 


move out. Hell, the apartment doesn't even have a TV. 


David ferrets through the bags and pulls out two styrofoam cups of coffee and two greaseproof bags. He 
inspects them before putting one in front of me. A bulging paper bag appears. He then goes through the 
second bag and pulls out a copy of The Recycler and a a box. 


"What's in the box?" 


David looks up. "It's a little radio. | figure there'll be times when you're not home while | am and | wanted 


something to keep me company.” He shrugs. "I'm not a TV guy. | prefer talk radio." 

If that's not the sweetest thing I've heard this morning then | don't know what is. 

Tearing into the bag, | pull out an overstuffed bagel. Fuck, it looks good. There's so much salmon on it and the 
cream cheese is so thick. l'm drooling before | even bite into it. It's only when my mouth is full of fish and 
doughy bread that | realise David's looking at me. His face is filled with kindness and he leans across the table 
to wipe a blob of cheese from my lip with his thumb. 

Swallowing, | say, "Thanks." 

"Don't thank me. You've gotta eat, right? Next meal's on you. Is your fridge full?" 

| guiltily shake my head. 

"lIl go to the store while you're at work Anything you don't eat?" 

Again | shake my head. "You don't have to do this, David." 

He pauses with his bagel halfway to his mouth. "Yes, | do." He sighs and puts the bagel back down before 
placing his elbows on the table. "| want to love you and one of the ways that | do that is by looking after 
people. | want to make sure that they're okay and well." 


"But you don't have a job-" | gently protest. 


"Farm work pays well," he replies with a smile. "And I'll find a job soon enough. If | can't then I'll come and join 


you." 
My eyebrows shoot into my hair. Like hell you will No fucking way youre doing sex work, too. 
‘Or maybe not." 


Much better. 


"Go work in a record store or something, David. Please. For my sanity more than anything. Get a boring desk 
job. | want to see a genuine smile from you not the forced shit that | give out. | want you to be really happy 
and not just trying to make a living, | fell into this work. You don't have to. You have a proper chance at a 
proper life. Please don't follow my footsteps." 


David looks at me with something akin to sadness. | get the feeling that his breakfast is suddenly forgotten 
when he gets to his feet and drags his chair to be beside me. He sits and studies me, taking me in and, for the 
first time since we met, | suddenly feel like that we're right back at that first night when he stood in front of 
me and asked me to take his virginity for money. | wonder if he's about to tell me he's going to leave and | 


brace myself for the impact of his words. 


Instead, he sits forward and places his lips against mine. He winds a hand into my hair and pulls me closer as 
he kisses away the years of pain and sorrow. | feel him moan softly against me. His free hand wraps around 


my wrist and guides my hand to the back of his neck 


"You fell into it for a reason," David murmurs. "Because you're good. And because, maybe, just maybe, we 


were supposed to cross paths." 


"Maybe we were." | smile and press a kiss to his forehead. "Eat up otherwise you'll be regretting it later." 


We spend the day together, mostly talking, sometimes lying in bed and just admiring one another. For David, it 
probably feels like a permanent vacation. For me, its a dream that's finally come true. Lying next to him and 
staring into his eyes makes me incredibly happy. It also makes me dwell on the things that I've missed because 


| was determined to hide in the ice castle that I'd built. 


As the time for me to leave for work draws closer, | let my fingers dance over David's cheeks. He laughs 
softly and closes his eyes before shuffling closer to give me a kiss. His arms go around my neck and tangle in 
my hair. His moans are soft and full of appreciation and adoration. When he finally pulls away, he allows his 
hands to drift lower. They come to rest on my bicep and he gives and appreciative squeeze before leaning into 
kiss the naked skin. | chuckle and wrap my free arm around his shoulders. I'm finding that we can communicate 
without actually speaking, two kindred spirits who don't need the formality of a skin and bones body to be able 
to say anything. 


| finally pull myself away and go to dress. | can hear David playing while I'm showering and, damn, the kid can 
wail on that bass. He's good. Too good for here. When | return from the bathroom, | find David sitting at the 
table. He's furiously scribbling in the newspaper that he bought. When | look over his shoulder, | find that he's 
circling jobs in the want ads. My eyes read over one and, before he can turn the page, | whip it from under 
his nose. 

"Hey!" 

"Is okay." | rest a hand on his shoulder as | read the ad that caught my eye. "Just saw somethin" 


Drummer looking for other metal musicians to jam with Tygers of Pan Tang, Diamond Head, and Iron Maiden 


Taking David's pen from his hand, | quickly circle the ad and hand everything back to him. 


"Don't throw that out. Please." 
David shifts in his chair and looks up at me. "Are you seriously considering this?" 


Taking a deep breath, | nod. "Yeah. Yeah | am. David | heard you just now. That little amp may be shitty but, 
fuck, you've got talent. And it can't go to waste, especially not here in LA. If we can get some people together- 
Fuck!" | drag my hands through my hair and yank at the strands. "Of course!" 


David's looking at me as though I've gone insane and | can't blame him. Maybe | have. | swing back to look at 
him. 

"Kirk," | begin. "The guy that you called beautiful? He plays guitar. And he can fuckin’ play. That's how we know 
each other." My voice becomes wistful and | slump into the chair beside David. | know that I'm staring just 
passed his shoulder but I'm so lost in my thoughts that | don't care. "We played in bands and met at a few 
shows. We became friends. We've known each other a long time. Let me speak to him tonight. He might be 
willing to join us." 

David's smile is a mile wide and I'm surprised that the table doesn't go flying as he launches himself at me. 
Kisses cover my face and | listen as | playfully yell at him to calm down. Which he does by dropping himself 
into my lap. He's joyful and excited at the prospect of his new life getting even bigger than before. 


| cradle him close, enjoying his weight against me. And | hate that | eventually have to put him back on his 
feet. Curling a finger beneath his chin, | lift his face to mine and kiss him. 


"l'Il be back just after midnight, okay? Don't keep the neighbours awake, will you?" 


David chuckles and happily returns my kisses. "Ill try not to. No promises." 


bpm to midnight. That's my current shift at the Junkyard and, as the night grows longer, l'm glad to be 
grabbing my gear and heading for the exit. I'm sweaty and horrible and a little more tired than when | walked 
in several hours earlier. But lm eight hundred dollars richer and that's what matters. 


| curse as | walk out into the stinky alley behind Jake's. The sky is thick with clouds and lightning strikes across 


the darkness. Rain pounds at the urine-soaked concrete. 
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck" 
"Your car's in the parking lot." David's gentle voice drifts to me from the shadows, startling me. 


| swing around and see two red cigarette cherries shining in an adjacent doorway. Ducking into the rain, | hop a 


couple of puddles and step into the doorway. 


"Didn't know you smoked." | say to David before turning to smile at Kirk "Evening, Kirk. Absolutely not surprised 
to find you out here putting the moves on my boyfriend." 


"l'm just keeping him company!" 


Smiling, | wrap a hand around my work husband's head and kiss his hair. "| know you are. | did wonder where 


you disappeared to." 
"Out here for a smoke. Found David waiting for you. You never told me he played bass." 
"Yeah." | idly scratch the back of my head. "That's why | asked you about playing guitar." 


"Yeah, you told me about the Recycler ad" Smoke engulfs me as Kirk exhales and | try and fan it away from 


my face. 

"Well, meet our bass player.’ 

Silence falls over us and the only sound is the rain pattering against the ground. Through the sheet of water, | 
can see the parking lot and there, front and centre, is my red car. l'm so glad | drove tonight instead of 
walking. Although | do love the walk. It gives me time to clear my head while dodging junkies instead of sitting 
and raging in traffic. 


"So, when are we going to get together?" David quietly asks. 


Get together? As in you and Kirk and me in the same room? Hoo boy! Not for a while yet, Ellefson | dont trust 
you two not to get nasty while Im faking a piss 


"You on shift this Friday?" | ask Kirk. 

"For once, no." 

Fuck it, Hetfield! 

"Friday night at mine, then. Bring beer. Or snacks. Yourself and your guitar." 


Kirk rests his hand on my shoulder and | see him give me a toothy smile in the low light. "It'll be fun and just 
like old times. Thanks!" 


"You're welcome.” Beside me, David stubs out the cigarette and looks up at me. "Ready to go?" | ask. 


He nods and lowers his head before stepping out into the rain. At the last minute, he turns and gives Kirk a 


wave. "See you on Friday!" 
| guide David to the car and bundle him into the passenger seat. "You walk down here?" 
"Yeah. It started raining after | got to the club. Thought I'd wait out the back for you." 


| slump into the driver's seat and smile at him. | really have landed on my feet with David. Leaning over, | kiss 


his forehead. "It's sweet of you to come and see me. | really appreciate it" 


He shrugs and stares out at the rain. More lightning streaks across the sky and | watch as David shivers and 
hunkers down. He's come out in just a t-shirt and jeans. His long hair spills over his shoulders, the honey 
strands in stark contrast to his black clothing. And my mind begins to wander to what it would be like to 
watch him with Kirk. To see them tangled together on the bed, one of them with soft caramel skin, the other 


with warm honey. 


Shoving the key into the ignition, | start the car and pull out of the parking lot. | need my mind off what l'm 
thinking and my cock to take a break. As we pull onto Hollywood Boulevard, David presses a hand to my thigh. 


"Pull over." 
| frown. "Why?" 
"Lets get doughnuts." 


I'm not one to turn someone down Pulling into the parking lot beside Mann's Chinese Theater, | watch as David 
dives from the car and into the neon-streaked night. The rain still pounds against the roof of the car and | 
watch him zig-zag across the busy street and into a store on the opposite side. | don't know how the fuck he 


saw that unless he'd planned it in advance. 


Leaning back in my seat, | close my eyes and just.. listen. Listen to the rain. Listen to the beating of my heart. 
Listening to the pulsing of the world around me. Do | want to live in LA forever? Not really. Ideally I'd like to be 
out in the wilderness, maybe in the mountains surrounded by trees. | want to be able to breathe rather than 
just exist. But until that money starts rolling in I'm stuck here, stripping for cash and hoping that my 
boyfriend doesn't see through the illusion of LA and hightail it back to Minnesota. 


The car door is wrenched open and David dives back in. A plastic bag lands in my lap and David, screaming with 
laughter, falls in a heap on the passenger seat. He's soaked to the bone with his hair streaking his face. Yet, in 
the light of a nearby street-lamp, | can see that he's happy. So very happy. 


"It's insane out there!" 


| can see." | pluck the bag from my lap and wait for him to right himself before reaching for the ignition 


David's hand on my arm stops me. 


"Here," he says with a shake of his head. "Let's sit here and listen to the rain and eat doughnuts." 


Who needs champagne and an expensive hotel room when you've got the guy who just wants to listen to the 


rain with you? How did | end up with someone so perfect and so easy to please? Fucked if | know. 
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It was still raining when we finally got back to the apartment. We were covered in powdered sugar and both 


riding that sugar high. David was especially giggly and | enjoy discovering that he's very easily amused. 


| tossed myself in the shower before stepping back out into the apartment. David is sitting in one of the 
windows, his head leaning back against the wall and one leg hanging from the opened window. The rain could be 


heard pounding the street several floors below and another knife of lightning stabbed through the sky. 
"Reminds me of home," he says. 
"Yeah?" 


David lifts his head and turns to smile at me. His eyes are heavy and he looks relaxed. Pulling himself up, he 
pats the space between his legs and invites me close. | climb up and lean back, twitching a little as | lean back 
against him. It's been a long time since someone's cared for me and his arms around my waist remind me that 
there's more to life than the money in my pocket. Love, and being accepted for all that you are, are so very 


important. 


David rests his chin on my shoulder and | hear him take a deep breath. "Yeah. It rains a lot in Minnesota, I've 
always loved sitting on the porch and watching it. My parents house has a porch swing. We'll go there one 
day..." 

‘Sure they'll accept me?" My stomach tightens at the thought of David introducing me as his boyfriend. What 
happens if they ask about my life? My job? 


"They will once | talk them round to my life." | feel him smile against my neck. "They won't have a choice." He 
sighs and his arms squeeze my waist. "| don't want to keep you a secret, James. | don't want to pretend that 
you don't exist to my parents. | love my family, it's just... 

David's pause is heavy and loaded with everything that |, thankfully, never had to say to my family. | never 
had to tell them that | was gay. | never had to tell them that | was working as a prostitute. | never had to do 
any of that. They're not here any more so they don't know. But David's life is a whole other kettle of fish. 

| place a hand over his. "It's hard." 

"Yeah..." 

"We'll get through it. Don't worry." 


Silence falls over us once more and | feel David relax against my back. The sound of the rain is soothing and 


my eyes start to grow heavy. When was the last time | relaxed like this? When was the last time | took a 


moment to stop and watch the world go by? Cars scream by in the rain, their headlights leaving trails of 
orange and red in the puddles. A few people wander the street, either oblivious to what's happening or, like 
David, just enjoying the rain. 


l'm surprised when David unlinks his hands and lets one start to wander. He strokes over my hip and the swell 
of my stomach before letting it rest on my groin. lm well built, not fat, but definitely a lot bigger than David 


is and there was that fear that he wasn't going to return because he saw my size as some kind of threat. 


His hand slowly starts to massage me through the thin pair of shorts that | threw on. An involuntary moan 
escapes my lips and my head falls back against his shoulder as | harden in his hand. 


"David." 

"Mmm?" 

"We don't have to do this." 

His breath is a whisper against my ear. "But | want to." 


So be it. Everything melts away and | forget that we're sitting in the window while a storm rages outside. My 
focus is entirely on David and the way that his hand feels against me. His fingers close around my length, 
briefly squeezing, before he continues to gently massage me. Its slow and frustrating but delicious in equal 


measures. 


| close my eyes and allow myself to drift away on the feelings that swell through me. To be tended to in such 

a way is a delight that I've not experienced in a long time. And I'll keep saying that. | give, and rarely take, from 
my encounters. Those moments of coupling with others very rarely have a happy ending for me. Most of the 

time I'd leave it. Sometimes I'd come home and take care of myself. But never did someone take the time to 


admire me. 


| groan and arch my hips into his hand. David responds in kind and gives my cock another squeeze. Pre-come is 
beginning to soak the front of my shorts and David's fingers wander over it, massaging it into my skin. He 
hooks a finger into the waistband of my shorts and pulls them down enough for the head of my cock to slide 
free. His free hand lifts the hem of my shirt and holds it in place as he goes back to stroking. 


"David." My voice is a whisper and the strength that | had feels as though its drained to nothing. I'm literally 
putty in this man's hands and | don't care. 


His lips find the curve of my neck and rain gentle kisses against my skin. Lulled by the rain and David's gentle 
touches, | don't want the moment to end. But all too soon everything races into sharp focus as | come across 
my stomach. | can't hold back as a deep groan leaves my lips. David continues to gently stroke me as he milks 


every last drop from my body. 


"What are you thinking about?" he murmurs in my ear. 


Only the one thing that I've been thinking about since earlier this evening. | don't know whether it's cruel or 
kind to tell him that my current fantasy is to see him rolling on the bed with Kirk. | adore David with all of my 
heart yet I'm already throwing him into bed with other men. He's still in the experimenting phase, finding out 
what he enjoys and what doesn't really float his boat. Yet | want to sit on the couch and jack off to him 
getting fucked by my friend 


"Just how chilled out | am right now." 
"Really?" | can hear the smile in his voice. 


"Yeah. It's beautiful being here with you. I'm really enjoying this and, well, what you did was really good." 
Arching my head back, | give him a kiss before resting back against him. If | turn enough | can see the neon of 
the famous bit of Hollywood just up the road and | remember why | came here. Music. And possibly some 
fortune to go with it. 


Why didn't | go that route? Goodness knows that | tried. Tried to get a band together that wouldn't fail. But 
Mustaine.. He was the wild card that we didn't need. Constantly drunk or high. He just didn't gel with the rest 
of us. We kicked him to the curb before he could kick any of us into the road. He was dangerous and he knew 
it. After that, Kirk and | just drifted apart with the band failing in our wake. | didn't bother trying again after 
that and worked a handful of odd jobs, mostly on construction sites, until Kirk reappeared in my life. 


It was a night much like tonight. Heavy and humid with a storm raging its way up the coast. I'd just clocked off 
work and was slowly making my way to my car. | ached all over. My hands were bleeding and | had a pounding 
headache. As | walked back along Franklin Avenue, | heard a voice call my name. It was a voice that | knew, and 
adored. Sweet and gentle with a slight stammer to it. As I'd turned, a figure had stepped from beneath a 
canopy and into the first gentle rainfall. They were dressed in black and their hair curled down their back. 
Their slender hand had come to rest on my arm and their eyes had sparkled in the twilight. 

"Its been a long time, James." 

I'd nodded guiltily. | think, deep down, I'd regretted walking away from the band. It had meant leaving my friend 
behind and, while Kirk was streetwise enough, | also knew that he could have been an easy target. But the look 
of happiness on his face that night had told me a different story. 

"I know. l'm sorry.” 

His fingers had closed around my wrist. "It's okay. Really, it is. Where are you working." 


I'd hooked a thumb over my shoulder. "Construction site.” 


He'd looked me up and down before placing his free hand on my chest. "You look exhausted. You know you could 


make more money on the street." 


I'd raised an eyebrow and nearly walked away. But his touch, so gentle and so full of kindness, had kept me 
there. "What do you mean?" 


He'd shrugged. “Sex work." 

"Like being a prostitute?" 

Kirk's smile had been a mile wide. “Exactly that." 
"With you as my pimp?" 


"Na-ah. | work for myself." He'd nodded down towards Hollywood. "There's spots open down there. I'm near the 
Rainbow. Give it some thought and then come and find me. It would be great to see you again. | miss you, 


James... 


| had gone home and thought about it. Thought about it a lot as | lay in bed with an aching body and scabbed 
up knuckles. I'd wondered about the implications of being on my knees rather than up some scaffolding. I'd 
wondered whether | had it in me to service both men and women. I'd been sexually active for years and had 
known since | was young that | was gay. But I'd always topped. I'd never bottomed and guaranteed that most 


men who'd come to me would want to penetrate me. 


So I'd gone back to Kirk, explained the situation and, well, thats how | ended up in bed with Mustaine on one hot 
and sticky night. But that's a story for another day. 


David's hand continues to wander, stroking over my stomach and spreading my semen with his fingers. He 
touches and strokes, taking his time to be loving and tender. Whether he instinctively knows what sex work is 
like or is just like this all of the time, | don't know. But I'm enjoying it, savouring his presence, and the attention 
that he lavishes on me. 


We sit for a while longer until David eventually becomes uncomfortable enough to nudge me from the window. | 
slip away from him and he pads from the window and to the bed. He tangles himself in the sheets and stares 
at me with those large, doe eyes. Sandy blonde hair curls around his face and a gentle smile tugs at his lips. 


"Come to bed?" 
"Gladly.” 


Stepping from the window, | strip off the shirt I'm wearing and use it to mop my stomach clean | fall into bed 
and let his arms go around me. David's legs fall open and he pulls me on top of him. His hands slide down my 
back, fingers balling into my skin, before continuing down to clasp my still clothed ass. | shudder and moan as 


he pulls me closer. His smile widens to a grin and he leans in to nip at my lips. 


"Please?" 


My voice is all but a whisper, breathy and barely there before its kidnapped by the storm outside. "Please 
what, David?" 


"Ravage me. Please ravage me." 


How am | supposed to turn that down, especially when farm-strengthened fingers are digging into my ass and 


he's already riding my groin like a bucking bronco? 


Resting on my elbows, | give him the gentlest of kisses. "Gladly." 


The days leading up to Friday moved at the same speed as the lead up to Christmas for a kid. They felt long 
and winding and occasionally boring. | was either working or hanging with David. David was either hunting for a 
job or holed up in the apartment with me. | felt for him. | wondered if | was truly giving him the best life that 


| could. 


David, surprisingly to me, treated me like a king. | didn't ask him to. | didn't demand of him. He's happy and 
grateful to finally be living the life that he wanted. The fridge is now constantly full and there is a happy and 
cheerful energy to the apartment. 


He was out when Kirk arrived and, for that, | was kind of grateful. It meant that we could talk without him and 
David staring at one another. They appeared to be infatuated which both scared, and excited, me. Scared me 
because David could easily get up and walk out with my friend. And excited me because who wouldn't want to 


see those two get down and dirty? 


Kirk had bought a spare guitar with him meaning that | didn't have to sit and jam on my old acoustic while the 
other two got to roar through amps. It was a sweet gesture that | wouldn't otherwise have thought of. 


"So, tomorrow... 


| look up from the end of the couch and find Kirk staring at me in that gentle way of his. He cradles a beer in 
one hand and has his legs crossed at the ankles. 


"Tomorrow," | reply. "Show night?" 
A wicked grin crosses my friend's face and | can see that the cogs are moving in his brain. He's cooking 


something up and he tucks a handful of hair behind his ear before continuing, "I was thinking of kind of an 
suited and booted, maybe office, maybe date night, theme." 


| nod and take a slug of the beer that's been sitting warming on the coffee table for the past twenty minutes. 
"| like that. I've got smart clothes." 


Court clothes, as | call them. 


We sit and shoot the breeze for a while longer before the subject inevitably turns to me going from single to 
hooked up in the space of a couple of days. Kirk's guitar rests on my thighs and my fingers wander along the 
fretboard. It's a nice feeling, a safe feeling, and I'm appreciating the weight of the instrument against my 


stomach. 
"So where'd you meet him?" Kirk has his guitar trapped between his legs as he continues to down his beer. 
"Out there. On the streets. Thought | told you this?" 


"You did but only briefly." Kirk's face breaks into that wonderfully innocent smile of his. "But | want to know 
everything. He seems like a really sweet kid. Maybe a bit on the young side. But sweet all the same." 


| take a deep breath and watch my hands on the guitar. | nod slowly. "Yeah, he's twenty-one. He'd flown in from 
Minnesota to discover himself. Realised he was gay, comes from a Christian family, and didn't want to break 
their hearts by coming out to them. Gave himself less than a week to lose his virginity.’ 


"And he chose you?" 


| give Kirk another slow nod. "Yep. Didn't do it that night. Caved and invited him to come and live with me. And, 
before you ask, no, I'm not regretting it. Not in the slightest” 


"So." My friend's voice is suddenly slow and | can almost predict the next question. "What's he like in bed?" 


And there it is. The inevitable comparison on who's the better fuck. Not that | think they're going to argue 
over it. Far from it, in fact. These two have so much that they could learn from one another. And so much 
that | can learn from the pair of them. David's innocence to remind me of all the little things in life. Kirk's 


sweetness to remind me to slow down and savour those that | love. 

"He's getting there. Enjoying himself” | smile as my fingers pick out a familiar tune. "And l'm enjoying myself, 
too. You know, I'm learning that its not just a race to the finish line. Not just how quick you can come. 
Sometimes it's about taking your time and experimenting a little and discovering what you truly enjoy." 


"So you've learned new things?" 


My smile widens and | still refuse to look at Kirk. | flick my hair down to try and hide the heat that's rising to 
my cheeks. "Yeah. Yeah, | have." 


"Like?" 


l'm saved from divulging any more of my private life by the apartment door opening. David wanders in, his 
arms laden with paper bags, and gently closes the door with his hip. He completely ignores us, or rather 
doesn't realise that we're there, as he places the bags on the kitchen counter and starts to unpack them. Food 
and snacks appear from the bags and promptly disappear into the fridge or cupboards. David has taken over 
the kitchen that | barely used and made it his own. And I'm not complaining. How did | land someone who can 


cook, too?! 
My voice is quiet as | speak to him, "Hey, David." 
He turns, almost surprised to see us there, and his face lights up in that adorable smile. "Hey." 


He packs the bags away and walks over to drop himself beside me. One hand winds around my neck and he 


leans in to kiss me. For a moment, | lose myself in his presence, enjoying the peace and stillness that he brings. 
"Got some news," he happily says. 
| pull back and see that his eyes are full of joy. "What's that?" 


"Got a job." He hitches a thumb at the window. "At the record store down the road." 


"Seriously?" My heart skips a beat. Its taken a few days and | know that he's been out there hustling hard. 


"You mean Aubury's?" 

David nods. "That's the one. | start Monday." 

"Awesome! That's so cooll Do you get a discount?" 

Aubury’s is a sprawling, multi-level record store that caters to a lot of different people. But it has an 
awesome rock and metal section on the upper levels. I've lost myself for numerous hours in there, flipping 
through records and making mental lists of what | want to pick up next. The walls are covered with show 
flyers and adverts for musicians while the bathrooms in the back leave a little to be desired. Might have 
dragged the occasional client in there when the weather's not been suited to getting nasty in an alleyway. 
David laughs and playfully swats my thigh. "Yeah. Twenty-five percent. Might make you work for that, though.” 
No arguing with that. 

"Ready to play?" | ask. 

David nods and heaves himself from the couch. Not that there's much to heave up. He's as willowy as a tree 


and liable to vanish at the slightest gust of wind. He collects his bass from the corner he stores it and plugs 
it into the small practice amp. 


The energy in the apartment changes. Gone is the peace that | felt a moment earlier to be replaced with the 
charged excitement of musicians getting together. We don't have a set list as such so we run through songs 
that we know and love. Bands that have followed us throughout our lives get screamed out as we play. That 
electricity becomes bigger and more powerful, wrapping around us, and lifting us. And, as | take a step back to 
watch David and Kirk, | realise that there's a chemistry between us that may not be replicated with anyone 
else. 

"Sing," Kirk finally says. 

| look to him and then to David's expectant face and shake my head. 


"What?" my friend says. "We're gonna find another singer?" 


| nod and feel myself sink behind my guitar. Kirk takes a step closer and | find myself moving to sit on the 


couch. 
"Sing, James," he gently says. "Let David hear you." 


| watch both of them. My chest heaves as | take deep, nervous breaths. Playing guitar, | can do. Fucking for 
money, | can do. But singing? No. That's almost a step too far. 


"Please," David whispers. "I want to hear you." 


It takes all of my willpower not to run. They've found my Achilles heel. One of the many weak spots that | keep 
carefully hidden. 


"Sing," Kirk gently presses again 

He looks away from me and to his guitar and starts to pick out a very familiar guitar line. David listens for a 
heartbeat before joining in. | feel myself sway to the music and | close my eyes as the music | know so well 
washes over me. 

Big wheels keep on turning 


Carry me home to see my kin 


We make it through the entire song before silence falls over us. A silence so loaded that you could cut it with 


a knife. 


| don't open my eyes. | refuse to. Instead, | stand and let the quietness hold me. A presence moves before me 
and | feel fingers gently whisper over my throat and send a shiver down my spine. They play over the tight 
cord necklaces that | wear before their palm lightly rests over my flesh. 


"You sound beautiful” David. "You can't keep this hidden, James." His voice is gentle as though he's terrified of 
breaking whatever spell we've just cast. 


The hand pulls away and | hear David remove his bass and lay it to one side. Then he's back except, instead of 
fingers, his lips press kisses to the hollow below my Adam's apple. Ignoring the guitar that's tossed over my 


shoulder, he winds an arm around me and moves himself closer. 
"Don't hide," he continues to whisper. "Don't hide this beautiful talent." 


| rest a hand on the back of his head and try to fight back the tears that are threatening to fall. His words 
continue to wash over me, soft and gentle as he repeats himself. Don't hide. Don't hide. Don't hide. Emotions and 
dreams that I've kept hidden for so very long bubble to the surface and break in a wave of sobs. 


Another hand comes to rest in the small of my back and | realise that Kirk has joined David. Their loving 
support is a respite as | battle the demons that have lived in the darkness of my soul for so long. | pushed 
them there in order to live some kind of life, so that | could make money and have a home and not have to 
worry. | killed my dreams in order to get away from a family that had fallen apart. | became someone | wasn't 
in order to fit in with society and all it's taken for him to disappear is music. Always music. 


David's hand winds into my hair and his lips find the soft spot behind my ear as he continues to talk to me. 
Dont hide. Don't hide. Don't hide. we got to listen to him. Got to bring down the walls that | built around myself. 
But it's going to take time. And it's going to take support. If David decides to stick around, itll be his job. If he 


doesn't... l'Il go back into the fortress that | built and the dreams will once more wither. 


And | know I'm putting a lot onto someone so young. They shouldn't have to support their partner in such a 
way. He should be out there discovering life and enjoying himself. Not helping me to fight my demons. But 
maybe that's what he's here for. He wanted to find someone to love him and, in return, we'll love and support 


one another. 
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Kirk eventually left but not before Id calmed down enough to be left with David. The tears had turned into a 
full on purging of the dark side of my soul. Pain that | couldn't even place on a scale had torn through me as 
I'd sat on the floor on screamed. I'm not sure David had known how to handle it and now, as darkness envelopes 


us, he sits on the opposite side of the couch and stares at into the distance. No doubt debating what happened. 
"David?" My voice is soft and a sharp contrast to an hour before. 


He doesn't turn to look at me. Instead, he looks as though he's aged several years and | don't blame him. 


Chances are he's never been exposed to what he's just witnessed. 
"Davia?" 

"Mmm?" 

"Can | talk to you, please?" 


My heart is breaking and I'm fearing the worst. Fearing that he's going to get up and walk away. He finally 
turns to look at me and | see that he's white as a ghost. His eyes are wide and he tries to hide behind his 
bangs. 


"David, if you want to go home | completely understand. What you saw was inexcusable. But, at the same time, 
I've got a lot of demons that need exorcising. I've hidden so much in order to fit into this world and what 
happened in here tonight, jamming with you guys, has bought them back. l'm sorry that you had to witness 
that" 


"Are you going to hit me?" 


His words hit me like the proverbial train and shock rattles me. "No. Why would | do that? David, l'm not going 
to hurt you. I'm not going to hit you, or beat you, or belittle you, or anything else. I'm here to love you and 
care for you just as you do with me. | just-" | sigh and run a hand through my hair. There's so much | want 
to say and I'm trying to condense it so that he doesn't become any more rattled. "David, if we're going to play 
music then this stuff thats deep inside of me is going to come out. You know my life. You know what's 
happened. And I'll admit that I've done a shit job of dealing with it. Music helped in the past. It'll help again. But 
you're probably going to witness more episodes like that. And I'm sorry if you do." 


David brushes the hair from his eyes and scoots across the couch until he's sitting beside me. He watches me 
as he does and | wonder if he's nervous that I'm going to lash out at him. For a moment we just look at one 

another until he curls his legs beneath him and rests his head on my shoulder. One arm goes around my waist 
and he holds me close. | can feel the emotions rising again, tears and years of repressed pain. No one has given 


me the love that David is giving me now. No one has taken that time to reach out and try to get to know me. 


No one has tried to unravel my past. Again, | feel like I'm placing so much on the shoulders of someone so 
young. | know that it's my responsibility to heal myself. But its always a little easier when there's someone to 
listen to you. 


David finally breaks the silence. "How about therapy?" 


| squeeze his shoulder and my fingers curl into the soft fabric of his tshirt. "Maybe. We can jump that hurdle 
later on. At least.. At least the first step has been taken" 


| feel David nod against my shoulder before he shifts to press himself closer. "I'm sorry for judging you like 


that: 


"You had every right to. We've only really just met, remember? Sure, you know about my past but you don't 
know how deep it goes. But you're safe, David. I'm not gonna do anything to hurt you." Trying to keep myself in 
check, | lean in and bury my nose in his hair. Inhale his delicate scent. Squeeze him close. "I'm never gonna hurt 


you. Never gonna hurt you." 


Sleep is for the weak. Or at least those who haven't got a lot on their minds. | lie in bed with the early dawn 
light beginning to filter through the windows. David is stretched out beside me, one arm slung over my chest. | 
hold his hand and force myself to think of how lucky | am to have someone who's willing to stay and fight the 
battles with me. But what if he has battles to fight? Will | be strong for him then? 


| run my thumb over the back of his hand. His skin has a softness that mine lost years ago. | can feel the 
callouses on his fingers against my chest and, in his sleep, he instinctively, curls his hand against me. He's 
beautiful and innocent and precious. | want to protect him from the harsh realities of the world But | realise 
that, on the flip side, | may have to be the one who helps him witness some of what the world is like. Of 
course I'll be here for him, holding his hand, and guiding him every step of the way. 


| finally wake some time in the afternoon and to the homely smell of baking. Do you know how many times I've 
used that oven? Precisely zero. Like I've said, | always eat while I'm out. | use the hob top for cooking but 


never the oven. 


Dragging myself out of bed, | wander over to see what David's up to and find trays and racks of cookies and 
cakes cooling on the counter. | haven't got a fucking clue where he got all the trays from either because | 


sure don't have them. He must have snook them in while | was at work. 


He's got his back to me and looking all adorable in a pair of skinny jeans and one of my oversized tshirts. | can't 
help myself as | slide my arms around his waist. David screams and jumps before flicking a towel at my legs. 


But I'm not letting go. | laugh softly as | hug him, enjoying the moment. A moment of feeling settled and at 


home. 
And that's what it is. He's turned the apartment from a place where | sleep in between jobs and into a home. 


He tries to wriggle from my grasp but | hold him tight, laughing along with him. Gone is the pain and worry 
from the previous night, washed away as we playfully wrestle and fight. | eventually let him go and he returns 


to the counter to finish up whatever he was working on. 
David throws a smile over his shoulder. "Help yourself to whatever you want. Baking's my way of chilling out” 


| grab a chocolate cookie and, with one bite, find myself in heaven. | must have given a long, orgasmic moan 
because David gives me a hilariously crooked look. Once his next tray of baking is in the oven, he makes a 


couple of mugs of coffee and joins me at the counter. 


We sit and talk over over home-baked breakfast. David seems a lot more relaxed than the previous evening 

and | figure that | just freaked him out a little. Perfectly normal when you're learning about a new person | 

just hope that my reassurances are enough to keep him here. And if they're not.. He'll break my heart but | 
won't fight to keep him. It's his choice as to whether he stays or goes. 


His hand creeps across the work surface so that he can lace his fingers with mine. There's a delicate smile on 
David's lips, a smile which becomes bashful as a blush touches his cheeks. | reach across the counter and and 
touch a finger to his chin, encouraging him to lift his eyes. Once he does, | stand up and give him one of the 
many gentle kisses that he's gifted me with over the past days. 


"David's here." 


| nearly spit out my mouthful of Sprite as | turn to look at Kirk. My work husband is dressed to the nines and 
| can barely keep my hands to myself. But the two words that have fallen from his lips are enough to send me 


into a near heart attack. 

| finally manage to swallow. "Why? Is he trying to kill me?" 

Kirk is grinning and his already dark eyes have darkened a little further. Someone is definitely looking forward 
to tonight. "| went to talk to him and he told me that he likes watching us. Turns out your innocent-looking 
boyfriend might have a bit of a kinky streak to him." 

All| can do is let out a sigh. What am | supposed to do? Stop David from coming? He's spending his money to 
be here when he can all of this at home, for free. But if he gets off on seeing Kirk and myself.. Maybe it's not 


such a bad idea to invite Kirk home.. 


It hadn't taken me long to dig out my “court clothes"; a pair of sleek black suit pants, a black shirt, and a black 


tie. Kirk, on the other hand, looks incredible. Tight black pants, a wine red shirt, and a black silk waistcoat. I've 
already made plans on how to use the handful of hair that he's pulled back into a ponytail. 


Kirk looks at me looking at him and smirks. "Ready?" 
Damn right | am. 


The stage has been set with a large mahogany desk complete with all the adornments that a desk would need. | 
have to admit that it gave me flashbacks to being in Grohl's office. But this time l'm with someone | want to 
be with, not someone who's helping me to pay the rent. I'm already envisioning the pens being scattered across 


the stage and the phone a twisted mess of cables at our feet. 


People mill in the shadows of the stage and | watch as David leans on the stage and grins up at me. | can only 
give him a cocky smile in return before turning my attention to Kirk. Because, as per usual, my friend is 
already halfway through removing his clothes. Clothes that slowly and sensually disappear to reveal that 
beautiful expanse of smooth skin. My cock's already twitching in my pants and l'm surprised that | don't cream 
myself as he kicks his away. He looks at me seductively before perching himself on the edge of the desk, his 
ankles delicately crossed and hands wrapped around the padded edge. 


| do my best to shed my clothes in a similar manner, making sure that everyone, including my boyfriend, gets 
a good luck at what's on offer. The only difference is that there's only two men in this room that'll get to see 
this without having to pay to see it. Hell, one of ‘em gets paid to see me naked, in the same way that | get 
paid to see him naked and see my own boyfriend get all hot and bothered. If the lusty look on David's face is 


anything to go by | need to conserve some energy because | feel like l'm going to be needing it later. 


Striding back across the stage, | cup Kirk's face and lift those smiling lips to my own Kissing him is heaven 
Kissing David is divine and, as much as | adore Kirk, he's never going to replace the man who's stolen my heart. 


My fingers glide from his face and to that knot of hair at the back of his head. With a gentle tug, | ease him 
down and to his feet. Delicate hands come to rest at my hips and our kisses become deeper and more bruising. 
| can taste the lust and the passion that are currently bubbling away within Kirk and, with another tug, | turn 
him to face the desk. 


Oh so obedient, he bends over it, his body flat against the wood as he offers me his ass. My hands wander, 
squeezing those deliciously round little cheeks before | pull back and give them a slap. Kirk hisses and tightens 
against the desk so | give his another slap just for good measure. He shifts from one foot to the other, 
spreading his legs and giving me a view of his hard cock and tight balls. | slide a hand between his legs and cup 
his balls, giving them enough of a squeeze to get him to hiss and groan. He whimpers a please and | know that 


I'm done. 


| part his buttocks with one hand and hold the base of my cock with the other. I'm still a little wary of hurting 
him so take my sweet time sliding into that sweet, thankfully already prepared, little ass. And Kirk doesn't 
disappoint as he arches himself up to meet me. | dig my fingers into his hip and push myself all the way in 


There's no way I'm gonna last, not with him being this hot and all those eyes watching us. 


| give his ass another couple of backhanded slaps as | start to move. Beneath me, Kirk lets out the dirtiest 
groan that I've ever heard. Its a sound that only spurs me on and | continue to pump into him. Right now, | 
refuse to bend over him and give him the satisfaction of skin-on-skin contact. Instead, l'm going to roughly use 
and abuse him. He'll get love and tenderness once we're all done. But, for now, we're putting on a show that we 
both agreed on so | know that those cries of pain are just for show. Besides, he has a safe word. Not that he'll 


use it because he's enjoying this as much, if not more, than | am. 


As always, the world around us melts away. For a moment | forget where | am. Heck, | even forget about 
David. All that matters to me is the divine place that I've found myself in. | can hear Kirk whispering to me, 
pushing me on. His body quivers beneath me as he prepares himself for that blissful release and | damn near 
pound him straight across the desk. | can feel one of his feet wrapped around my ankle as | lift him a little, a 
delicate appendage stroking against my skin. 


And it comes all too soon, that head rush and sure of adrenaline as | bury myself as deeply as | can into my 
friend. | feel my seed flood his ass while he shudders in my grasp, his own release splattering against the floor 


at our feet. 


Leaning over Kirk, | press kisses to his back and stroke a hand over his hair. He knows this is all for show and 
that I'd never otherwise use him as roughly as | just have. | help him to his feet and hand him a folded sheet 
before doing the same myself. Wrapping it around myself, | gather our clothes while Kirk collects the fistfuls 
of cash that are scattered across the stage. We'll divide that up later. 


David's waiting for me as | ease myself down the steps and back to the floor. | give him a smile and bend to 
kiss his head when my eyes fall on a figure in the shadows. My heart stills and David obviously senses my 
discomfort because he places a hand in the small of my back. 


"What's the matter?" 


"Someone's here," | softly reply. "I'm going to have to see them. I'm sorry. But rest assured that our rent will 
be paid for months once l'm finished with him" | sigh and kiss his head. "Go and grab a drink Or hang out with 
Kirk Or grab a drink and hang out with Kirk I'll try not to be long, | promise.” 


David looks at me with those wide, innocent and gives me a nod. | can tell that he's worried although why | 
don't know. Maybe he thinks I'm gonna walk away with this guy. But knowing who it is means that I'm definitely 


not. 


Letting David go, | walk over to the shadows and feel my stomach clench. He's there, dressed in one of the 
many fine suits he owns and with that shit-eating grin on his lips. His dark hair falls around his shoulders. 


"Evening, Dave. Nice to see you again" 


His smile widens and | see those shiny white teeth in all of their perverted glory. "Nice to see you, too. Who's 
the young guy?" 


| cast a look back at David. He has, thankfully, found Kirk and | make a mental note to give Kirk a cut of what 
l'm making from Dave. Itll make up for any private dances that he loses while making sure my boyfriend 
doesn't fall foul of any predators. 

"Boyfriend," | reply. 


"Figured. So you didn't quit the sex game when you hooked up?" 


I'm playing along but only because Dave's money is the best money I'll make all month. No point in getting too 


mouthy and turning it down 

| shrug and keep my eyes on David before turning back to Dave. "He supports what | do." 

That devious grin returns and Dave rubs his hands together. "He support you getting your ass beaten?" 
‘If it pays the rent, then yes." 

Dave's grin widens and | can almost predict his next question. "He available, too?" 

Bingo. "Not a hope in fucking hell,” | reply stonily. 


“Shame. He looks like he could use some breaking in" Dave pauses and | can see him watching David over my 


shoulder. "How much, Jamie?" 


| finally break eye contact to take a long, deep breath. | did say that | was going to highball him whenever he 


returned. "Four grand." 

"Three" 

Of course he was going to counter me. It's why | started so high. "Three and a half." 
‘Ils that for an hour?" 


| give David another look and find him sharing a soda with Kirk. He's happy for now. He has someone to talk to 
and hopefully no one will both him. "Of course." 


Dave nods and reaches out to me. "Let's do this then" 


With my heart in my throat, | place my hand on his arm and deftly lead him through the club and to one of 
the many private rooms. Thank fuck that David is worth this. 


q 


Five hundred rent, two hundred for the repairs that the car needs, food, another hundred for the bills, and a 
couple hundred in charges to the club. You do the math but Dave's little sixty minute session has just paid for 
everything for the next couple of months. Everything after this is play money. 

Limping out of the private room, | look around the club and find David propping up the bar with Kirk. My ass is 
on fire and there's no way l'm sitting at the bar. Normally Dave stops after a few minutes of laying into me. 
But tonight was a different kettle of fish and he kept going and going. I'm assuming it's his form of punishment 
for me leaving the streets and putting my prices up. Thankfully it's time for me to clock out and go home. 
"You look fucking awful" 

| peer at David and shrug. “Thanks for the vote of confidence." Reaching into my back pocket, | take out the 
roll of money and peel off four hundred dollar bills. | push them across the bar to Kirk. "For you. | assume 
you've been here all the time?" 

Kirk's eyes go wide and he looks at the money before trying to return it. "I'm not taking your cash." 

"You've been with David, right? So you've missed out on money-" 

‘I'm here ‘til three, James. | can more than make up for it" 


"Na-ah. Take the cash, Kirk." 


l'm not going to let him argue with me and he knows that. With a soft sigh, he sweeps up the bills and stuffs 
them into a pocket. He gives me a gentle smile. "Thank you. But you don't have to." 


"I know | don't have to. But | want to." | run a hand through my stringy hair and glance down to David. "I feel 
like shit. Let's go home." 


David says goodnight to Kirk with a big hug, that wide, sparkling smile, and the promise to see him again soon. 
He slides from the stool and falls into step beside me. 


"You've got a driver's license, right?" 
David gives me a funny look. "Yeah. Why?" 
Reaching into my pocket, | pull out my keys and hand them to David. "You're driving. | can't sit, let alone drive." 


"Just what the hell did that guy do to you, James?" 


A few patrons try to flag me down as we make our way towards the dressing rooms at the back of the club 
and the exit to the car park. | give them a sad shake of the head and tell them that I'll be back in a couple of 
days. 

"Beat my ass and fucked me senseless," | reply. 


"Jesus, James! Why?" 


| can feel my composure beginning to break as we finally enter the red-walled dressing rooms. Thankfully 
they're empty and | wrap my arms around David's shoulders and pull him close. Tears begin to prickle my eyes 
and | feel the grief at what I've done begin to roll through me. I'm putting myself out there and giving in to 


some serious harm in order to look after someone else. Someone so much younger. 
"To make sure that you continue to have a home." 


David's arms are tight around my waist and his head rests on my shoulder. His hands stroke along my back 
"You don't have to do that for me. I've got a job. Itll start paying soon 


"Yeah, but now we don't have to worry for a couple of months. He pays really well. I'm just gonna be out of 
action for a couple of days." 


| hear David sigh in my ear and he presses a kiss to my cheek. "And I'll be there to look after you, okay?" 


All | can do is nod. There's no use fighting with either him or Kirk All | can do is sink into David's arms and 
sob. And hope that these displays of emotion don't scare him away. 


| shouldn't be scared of David leaving. In fact, I'm selling him short in thinking that he will. He's a pillar of 
strength and decency. He doesn't judge me for what | do and didn't demand that | stop when | confessed what 
Grohl does to me. 


He sits beside me, eyes on the road as | kneel in the passenger seat and hope to hell that he doesn't have to 
hit the brakes. My ass still feels like its on fire and l'm going to need David's help in getting rid of that burn. | 
knew that Grohl would do that. It was his way of punishing me for leaving the streets and then raising the 
price when | got a more stable job. But if he's going to come sniffing.. 

"What does he do?" David softly asks. 

"Who?" 


"The guy you were with." 


"Dave? He works in the music business." 
As we pass beneath a street lamp, | see David's eyebrow arch. "He might be useful” 
"I am not going through that for a record deall" 


David chuckles softly and takes a hand off the wheel to stroke my knee. "| never said anything about going 
through that again. We just need to keep him sweet." 


David's innocence is shining through right there and | fear that David's idea of keeping someone sweet and 
Dave's idea of keeping someone sweet are two completely different things. But I'm in too much pain to argue 


and | just lean back on my haunches and watch the city streak by. 


Back at the apartment, | kick the door open and throw myself face down on the bed. Behind me, | can hear 
David milling around and | realise that, for the first time, he's seeing me in not the greatest of moods. Most of 
the time I've been happy-go-lucky and excited to be living life. But the evening has left me with a soar taste in 
my mouth. As much as I've always enjoyed taking money from Grohl I'm realising that maybe its not the best 
thing to be doing. Sure, he pays a lot. But at what cost? My mental health? My physical health? The budding 
relationship that | have with David? He made it perfectly clear, both out in the club and in the private room, 
that he'd take David if he could. Not in a nice and loving relationship but in a cruel and brutal manner that 
would be akin to assault. And I've got the horrible feeling that he'll return again and again in the hopes of 
catching David by himself, offering him a bundle of money, and then beating him to within an inch of his life. 
I've been taking it for a few years and, | hate to say this, but I'm built to take it. David, not so much.. 


David's sweet and gentle voice drifts from somewhere in the apartment. "What can | do to help?" 

| groan and roll onto one side. He's standing in the kitchen, his eyes wide and a nervous look on his face. He's 
finally realising that the life of a hooker isn't all that glamorous. "Go to the cupboard in the bathroom and 
you'll find a green tube of ointment. Grab that and come back. l'm gonna need you to help put it on. I'm sorry." 
He gives me a little nod and wanders away. While he's gone, | lift my hips from the bed and somehow ease my 
jeans to my knees. | hiss at the pass of fabric against my sore skin and again as the slightly cooler air of the 


apartment hits my exposed ass. 


Footsteps whisper across the bare floor and | hear a gasp followed by a quiet Fucking hell David appears at my 
head, his face filled with concern and the bottle of gel clutched in his hands. 


"James, | need to clean you up first." 
| lift my head from my arms and look up at him. "Why?" 


"Did you look at yourself in a mirror before you left?" 


"No." 


| can see tears beginning to glaze David's eyes. "You've got wounds. Not many and not deep looking. But there's 


still wounds, and some blood Let me get them cleaned up. Do you have antiseptic?" 
"Yeah," | groan. "Back in the bathroom." 


He leaves the tube of gel beside my head and disappears. | hear him filling a bowl with water and collecting 
whatever he needs. | may be in pain but a sense of love and peace falls over me. For long I've hunted for that 
one person who'll make everything better. That one person who'll take my broken pieces and stitch them back 
together. 


A soft cloth gently wipes over my ass and the hiss that was leaving my lips becomes a sigh. | allow myself to 


sink into the bed although my hands are balled into the sheets as | wait for the next bolt of pain 


David is slow and gentle, taking his time to clean away any blood and debris. There are moments when | have 
to keep myself from screaming and others when | have to stop myself from rubbing my dick against the 
sheets. 


He finally stops and the damp towel is replaced with the soothing spread of gel. Like ice against my skin, it 
begins to take out some of the burn and | close my eyes. My head comes to rest on my hands and all | want 
to do is sleep. The adrenaline has faded to nothing leaving exhaustion in its place. | just wish that I'd had David 
with me every other night that I'd gone through this. 


And I'm ashamed to say that David's gentle ministrations are arousing me. They shouldn't because he's helping 
to fix something that someone else did. But his tender touches, the way his fingers wander over my bruised 
ass and his complete lack of judgement are turning me on. | grind my hips into the bed and let out a low hiss. 
It's this that causes David to stall. 

"Okay?" 

| sigh and try to hide in my arms. "Yeah. l'm okay. Just.” 


"Just what?" David's hand has stilled on the rise of my ass and I'm doing all | can not to push back into his 


touch. 


"What you're doing feels really good and.. It's turning me on" | laugh softly, mostly to myself, partly to break 
up the absurdity of the situation 


David doesn't flinch. Doesn't demand an answer. The guy is made of solid rock and l'm still not sure how we 


managed to run into one another. His hand leaves my ass and he kisses the base of my spine. 


"If you get your shirt off I'll rub down your back. You go to town and do whatever you need to." 


He hops onto the bed while | wriggle myself out of the slighthy-too-tight white tshirt I'm wearing. David grabs 
a couple of pillows and taps my hip. Without thinking, | lift myself enough for him to push them beneath me. 


He sits beside me and his hands begin to glide along my spine and up to my shoulders. | can't help but moan, 
appreciating the light touches and kneading fingers. He works over every inch of my back, finding knotted 
muscles that | didn't even know | had. Through it all, | grind myself down into the welcoming pillows. The arousal 
that | didn't want grows with every pass of David's hands. He slips down to my hips and works his thumbs into 
the hollows above the bone. Another deep, rumbling moan passes my lips. 

"Feels good, David" 

He kisses my spine, his lips counting the vertebrae. "Good" 

He works his hands over my ribs before finally settling back at my shoulders. That blissful release that I've 
been thinking about all night is right on the edge. It's there, swirling through me, and | raise my ass again only 
to plough myself back into the pillows. All it takes is David driving his hands under my hair and to the back of 
my neck for me to let out a long obscene groan and for my cock to soak the pillows. | shudder before stilling 
and relaxing. David kisses the point between my shoulders. 


"Better?" 


"Much better," | murmur. "Thank you." Lifting my head, | look at him through heavy eyes and find him smiling 


softly. "Come and join me. Please?" 

He strips off and tosses his clothes to the floor before shuffling himself beneath the sheets. He tosses them 
over my back, making sure that they don't touch my sore ass before he drapes an arm over me. His lips find 
mine in a chaste little kiss and those large, hazel eyes stare up at me. 

"Love you," he whispers. 

"Love you, too. Thank you for tonight and for not judging me. | really appreciate it” 


David's face breaks into one of those huge smiles. "You're welcome. And thank you for saying it” 


| feign innocence and inch him closer to me. Seeing his excitement is infectious and, I've discovered, good for 
the soul. "For saying what?" 


"You know" He shrugs and blushes, dipping his eyes behind his hair. "Those three little words." 


Grinning, | give him a kiss and pull him to my side. "You're welcome. And | do, you know.’ 


| wake up sore, but happy. David's stretched out beside me and the sun is blazing through the windows. It's 
Sunday and neither of us has to do a thing other than eat and breathe. Shifting onto my side, | run a hand 
over his hair and watch as he stirs and smiles. Sleepy hazel eyes look at me and his smile widens. He shuffles 


closer and cups my jaw in order to give me a kiss. Utterly in love? You bet | am. 


| roll David onto his back and ease myself on top of him. His eyes sparkle in the early morning sun and he 


wraps his legs loosely around my waist. 

‘Hey’ 

David tangles his fingers in my hair and gently scrapes his fingernails over my scalp. "Hey. Good morning." 
He rocks his hips up to mine and | press a hand to his chest. "Not so fast. I'm not up to that this morning." 


A deep and husky chuckle rolls from David's lips and, damn it, | wish | felt up to sliding into his ass and fucking 
him senseless. But everything still aches. My own ass is probably black and blue and my muscles are as tight 
as guitar strings. Instead, | slide my hands under his shoulders and rest my weight against him. 


My lips wander along his shoulder and to his waves of hair before settling at his ear. "How about | just give 


you something to think about, huh?" 


David shudders beneath me and his hands tighten in my hair before sliding to my shoulders. He murmurs an 
affirmation and | continue with the gentle kisses. His cheek swells beneath my lips and | move to kiss the end 
of his nose. David laughs quietly and pulls me close. 


Our kisses are quiet and gentle and filled with the reassurance that we both need. | need to know that there's 


going to be someone at my side while David wants to know that someone will love him no matter what. 


Eventually, and with a little regret, | pull away and give his nose a final kiss. "More later. | promise. But | need a 
shower and some food." 


David playfully pouts and shifts from under me. "Do you want a hand to the shower?" 


| shake my head and slide from the bed. Everything aches and | wince as | place my feet on the cool floor. "I'll 
be okay. You make some breakfast and I'll be with you soon” 


| can feel his eyes watching me as | shuffle towards the bathroom. | can almost feel his pity and his worry 
that I'll keep doing this in order to keep him in a good life. And | will. But | may have to be a little more 
discreet about it. Not that Grohl will allow me to be discreet. He'll whip my ass until it's black if gets a chance. 
He loves seeing me in pain. Loves seeing me cry before he buries his cock deep inside of me. | really do need to 


break that cycle and get away from him. But he pays well. Too well. And | can't say no to that money. 


(0 


David's good to me. Maybe a little too good | lie on the bed with a notepad and pen. There's a little table beside 
me with an empty coffee cup and a plate that contains only the crumbs of the breakfast that he made for 
me. I'm working, scribbling away at ideas that linger in my head. Stories that need to be told as songs. And, 
oddly, the words flow from my pen It's a long time since I've written anything. Four, five years, maybe. The 
days have flowed into one another and become one long cycle of light and dark. 


He's sitting at the table and tinkering with his bass while | continue to try and recover from the almighty 
beating that Grohl gave me last night. Call it a punishment if you will A punishment for suddenly being harder 
to get hold of. A punishment for raising my prices. A punishment for getting into a relationship. A punishment 
for not sharing David. l'm going to have to keep a serious eye on Grohl whenever David's around. Or maybe try 
and keep David away from the club for the time being. But he seems to get off on certain things and is still 
discovering who he is so | don't want to stop him just yet. 


The phone rings and | groan as | try to roll onto my side in order to get off the bed. Before | can place my 
feet on the floor, David's up and grabbing it. 


"Hello, James‘ apartment. David speaking.” He pauses and then he turns to me with the biggest grin on his face. 
"Hey, Kirk. Two seconds. He's just getting himself up." 


The groan | give as | finally get to my feet is louder than the previous one. l'm wishing that | had a cordless 
phone and debating investing in one with whatever money | make in the coming days. It'll make it easier should 


Grohl get another go on my ass. 


Leaning against the wall, | take the phone from David and give him a smile. In return, he leans in to kiss my 


cheek. 
"Hey. What's up?" 
"IFs Sunday." 


"And?" | shift from one foot to the other in order to try and alleviate the pain that continues to rush down 


my ass and into my legs. 
"Well, you know, practice makes perfect." 


Kirk. You've seen the state that | was in last night. There's no way | can stand, or sit, and play guitar. All | 
want to do is lie face down on the bed and eat whatever David cooks up." 


There's a gasp from the other end of the phone. "David cooks? I'll be right over." 


Before | can politely tell him to fuck off, he's hung up. | look at David who, much to my chagrin, is all smiles. 


"Your other boyfriend is on the way," | say flatly as | begin to hobble back towards the bed. "Suppose | better 


put some clothes on" 


Not that it would have mattered if | was lying on the bed stark naked. It's not like Kirk hasn't seen me naked 
most nights of the week for the past month. Or at other times. We fooled around long before Jake's Junkyard 
came around. It was one of the ways | learned how to work out on the streets. Got to get practice from 


somewhere. But right now | just want to hide the bruises that decorate my ass. 


Having Kirk visit might not be a bad idea. I'm out of action for the foreseeable future and David is a pent up 
twenty-one year old with a bunch of hormones to get rid of. | love him. And I'll love him to the ends of the 
Earth. But there are times when the horniness just doesn't fade away. He can go again and again and then 
becomes a little frustrated with himself because he's exhausted but wound up and needs that release. There 
are evenings when I've come home from work to find him asleep with a pillow between his legs and evidence of 


late night masturbation sessions on his stomach. 


| feel for him and | remember what it was like being that age. It was one of the reasons | ended up on the 
streets. There was a chance to suddenly get rid of those hormones several times a night. But there are times 
when I'm too tired from work to keep up with him and he has to resort to his own methods to get off. Not 
that watching him doesn't make me horny as hell. Horny enough to wake up early the next morning in order to 
satisfy both of us. So yeah, having a fresh body around for a few hours might not be a bad idea, especially as 
thoughts of them together has taunted me for several days. 


But why? Why give my boyfriend up to another man? Because my view of traditional relationships is skewed? 
Because I've done it before? Because | know, deep down, that David's not going to leave me and Kirk will never 
hurt me? Because they're both absolutely gorgeous and have those lithe bodies that | just want to see twisted 
together on the bed? 

Glancing over my shoulder, | watch as David potters around. He puts on another jug of coffee and cleans dirty 
dishes into the sink. There's already a batch of cookies ready to be eaten and the remainder of the breakfast 
pastries are sitting on a plate. 

"David?" 

He murmurs quietly before leaning against the sink to look at me. "Yeah?" 

Suddenly stuck for something to say, | quickly blurt out, "You okay with him coming over?" 


David shrugs and smiles. "Of course. Why wouldn't | be?" 


"Well. You know." | sigh and shake my head before turning my attention back to the notebook before me. 
"Forget it" 


| can feel myself going into one of those places where | believe that everyone hates me and that I'm pretty 
much worthless. | mean, what does David see in me? I'm just a hooker he met on the street. Yet he appears 


to have fallen in love with me. 
The bed depresses beside me and | feel David's hand run over my hair. "Hey," he softly says. "What's wrong?" 


| place the pen down and shrug as best | can My arms are getting tired from holding myself up and | just 


want to lie down and spread out. "lim just getting into a dark space. I'm sorry." 


His fingers continue to wander over my hair, pausing in the nap of my neck to massage tight muscles, before 
resuming their gentle stroking. "What kind of dark space?" 


"Just wondering why you'd hook up with me. David, I'm nothing more than a hooker. Someone people hire to see 


take their clothes off. What the actual fuck do you want with me?" 


He shuffles onto the bed and rests his head beside me. David looks at me with such pain and heartbreak that | 


can feel tears welling in my eyes. 


"What the fuck do | want with you?" he gently asks. "Everything, that's what. James, you're more to me than 
your job. | see past that. | see you. You're a human being with a heart, and soul, and emotions. And I'm sorry if 
I've never reached out yet and said how much | appreciate you. You're more than your looks, and your sex 


drive, and all of that. There's a person within you. A person that I've already come to love." 


| glance down at him and take him in. He's so perfect. So beautiful. So full of life and love. And | feel like I'm 
keeping him cooped up here in the apartment. 


"But Kirk." | press. 


"Your friend," David replies with a soft smile. "Who also happens to be very beautiful. Is this about me coming 
to the club? I'll stop if you want. It's just-" A blush flashes across his cheeks. "Its just | find watching the two 


of you, you know, a turn on" 


| manage a smile and lift a hand enough to stroke the hair from his forehead. There's a lump in my throat but 
its now or never. "What if | told you that | think about watching you and him together? That | find that 
thought a turn on?" 


David's blush deepens and his eyes widen. His mouth opens and closes a few times before he catches himself. 


"Well. | don't know. Wouldn't you be jealous?" 


| chuckle and feel the funk | was getting into begin to lighten. "I'm the one suggesting it. Why would | be 
jealous? | want to lie here and jerk off while you two get down and dirty.” 


He's so sweet when his innocence comes through. It's like he's suddenly forgotten that he can be a horny little 
slut when the mood takes him and now he's back to being all naive and sweet. But | don't have to wait long 
before a devious grin begins to tug at his lips. 

"So you want us to get naked?" 

| nod, my own grin widening. "Uh-huh." 

"And do.. stuff?" 

"Uh-huh." 

David touches his fingertips together. "What kind of stuff?" 


"Whatever your horny little ass wants" 


David laughs and slide a little closer. He cranes his neck up and steals a kiss before lying back down. | look down 


at him, happy to see him happy. My fingers brush over his forehead. 
"You're not the only one with a high sex drive, Ellefson. Why do you think | got into sex work, huh?" 


His eyes sparkle and swim with joy and he reaches up to wrap an arm around my neck. His fingers tangle in 
my hair and pull me down for another kiss. A kiss that | happily give in to. The tip of his tongue sweeps over 
my lips, encouraging me to open my mouth. And | do, welcoming him in as | do every time. 


"Yeah," | murmur. "I can't do much at the minute. But what | can do is lie here and rub one out to my own 
little sex show. ‘cause why should you be the one to have all the fun?" 


David groans beneath me and the bed shifts as he lifts his hips. I'm just thinking about asking him to strip off 


and take a ride on a pillow for me when the apartment buzzer sounds. 


"ll get it” David slides from under me and picks up the receiver. He mutters a hello before pressing the entry 
button and hanging up. Wandering back to the bed, he gives my still naked and still sore ass a gentle swat. "You 


gonna put some clothes on?" 

| groan and drag my ass from the bed and into a pair of jeans. l'm just tossing a two day old tshirt over my 
head when there's a knock at the door. David all but runs to answer it and, a moment later, I'm greeted by my 
friend hauling his guitar and amp in 


| thought-" | started but was silenced by a raised hand. 


"We'll do what we can do," Kirk softly replied. "You get back to bed. Even if I'm only practising with the rhythm 


section, l'm still practising.” 


My eyebrows shoot into my hair and | bite my lip to stop me from saying anything. There are so many filthy 
comebacks to that but | don't want to pressure the two of them. Just watching them jam together will 


enough. 


| throw myself back onto the bed and angle myself so that | can watch them. And it doesn't take them long to 
get into a rhythm. They play off of one another, one noodling and the other joining in as they pick up the beat. 
Watching their to-and-fro dance is addictive and, in my mind, | can already see them on stage. | can see them 
playing off of one another, each handing the other something to work with before switching back again. It's 
mesmerising in a way that | never thought it would be. Even in my former bands, I've never seen two 


musicians gel so well 


| softly begin to sing along with the melody that they're cooking up, throwing in lyrics and trying to find a 
pattern that fits. | see David's face twitch and he finally turns to look at me with the biggest, brightest smile 
that I've ever seen. There's true joy and happiness in his face as he wanders over to me and crouches down. 
He watches me, listening with his head on one side, before leaning in to kiss my cheek. His fingers once again 


brush against my throat as though he's found the philosopher's stone. 

"You sound beautiful," he murmurs. "| /ove your voice.” 

| return his smile. "| think we should call that guy from the Recycler ad." 

"I think you're right" David gets to his feet and swings his bass over his head. He drops it back onto its stand 
before rifling through the pile of magazines. Once he's found the one that he wants, he saunters to the phone 
with a little swing in his hips. It's a swing that I've never noticed before and it does strange things to me, 
namely giving my dick a mind of its own. | watch as he picks up the receiver, dials the number, and waits. 


Kirk sits by my head, his guitar resting on his thighs. "Who's he calling?" 


"Drummer we found in the Recycler. He was looking for other musicians." | pause and smile up at my friend. 


"You two have got a real chemistry. I'd love to see you together on a stage one day." 
Kirk's face lights up, his slightly crooked teeth on display as he breaks into a wide smile. How did | get this 
lucky? How did | end up with these two in my life? Both of them so full of light and so gentle with those 


around them. 


Reaching out, | rest a hand on his shoulder. David is quietly chattering on the phone and l'm appreciating having 


a moment with Kirk. 
"We've come a long way," | quietly say. "Known each other a long time." 


"We have." His voice is soft and gentle, and almost breathy. 


| nod towards David. "What do you think of him?" 
"He's sweet. You did well finding him." 


"He found me. Was looking to pay to lose his virginity. | couldn't take money from him. Asked him to stay and 
he did” 


David's talking to the guy and | can hear him saying something about our jobs. He lifts his head, the receiver 


clamped to his shoulder. "You guys working next Sunday afternoon?" 
We both shake our heads. 
"Fancy a drive to Downey this weekend?" 


Both of us grimace and unsurprisingly. Saturday will be another busy night and getting up to drive the next 
day doesn't really appeal to us. 


"Yeah," | reply. "We'll do it.” 


David grins and goes back to his conversation. | turn my attention back to Kirk and find him watching David 


with an almost lovelorn look in his eyes. 

"You like him?" | quietly ask. 

"He's lovely. If you weren't with him." 

"So play with him?" | reply with a shrug. 

The lovelorn-look quickly snaps to shock. "What? Why? James, | can‘t-" 
| silence him with a grin. "You can. And you want to know why?" 
"Why?" 


"Because | think you two will look hot as fuck together. And as long as you don't run off with one another, | 
want to watch you play." 


Kirk arches an eyebrow and his shock is replaced with a smirk. "Well, if you insist." 
"| don’t insist. I'm positively encouraging it," | reply with a grin. 


There's the sound of David putting the phone down and we both look at him. He's scribbling something on the 


magazine and he dumps it on the table once he's finished. 


He looks at us and smiles. "That's settled then. Sunday at 3pm. I've got the address right here." 
"We need to take anything?" | ask. 
David shrugs. "Just ourselves." 


"Good" | smirk and watch as David raises an eyebrow. | turn and look at Kirk He's already slipped into escort 


mode and is watching David like he's a piece of prime meat. 


My dick twitches as my friend gets to his feet and slowly approaches my partner. This is the craziest thing 
I've done in a long time and, despite the discomfort that I'm feeling, l'm actually looking forward to it. 


David doesn't move as Kirk stands before him. He just takes in being looked up and down before Kirk curls a 
finger beneath his chin and draws David in for a kiss. David resists for a split second before allowing himself 
to give the most chaste of kisses. His hands slide along Kirk's arms before settling at his shoulders. 


It doesn't take much for them to settle into the same kind of rhythm that | saw them pick up when they 
were jamming a few moments earlier. A soft moan - one that | distinctly recognise as David's - makes its way 
to my ears and | grind myself down against the pillows. My cock is aching and | honestly think it'll break if | 
don't get it out. Lifting my hips, | push my zipper down and ease my almost-painful dick out into the open. With 
a sigh thats more satisfied than it should be, | drop myself back to the bed and take in the show that's 
happening before me. Normally I'm the star of the show so it's nice to sit back and watch someone else play 


out a fantasy for once. 


They're all but wound around one another, willowy limbs holding on as though they might drown. | watch in 
rapt fascination as they each open up, their tongues darting out to touch the other before they sink into a 
deep, passionate kiss. | can feel the mutual adoration that flows from them, a feeling that wraps around me 


and holds me close, keeping me buoyant lest | drown in the desire that they're pushing to the surface. 


Seeing that beautiful blend of warm honey and soft caramel is driving me crazy. They're in complete contrast 
to one another, yet each compliments the other perfectly. Their hands wander, tangling in hair and hooking into 
the hems of well-worn t-shirts. I'm desperate to see them naked but the tease is all part of the show. 


David's the first to lose his clothes as Kirk slowly helps him out of them. That lithe body and flat stomach are 
on show followed by his lean legs and rock-hard cock. A blush tickles his cheeks and he lowers his head as Kirk 
takes stock of the man standing before him. 


And then his hand's tangling in David's hair and easing him to his knees while his other hand pushes the zipper 
of his pants down. Almost explode from the knowledge of what's coming next. David's gentle, and almost naive, 
blowjobs are an absolute treat. Wonderful and slow and teasing, they give them most incredible orgasms. 


Enough that I've seen him wear my come several times. 


My jaw's somewhere near the mattress as | watch David wrap his sweet little lips around the head of Kirk's 
cock and gently begin to suck He's constantly watching the person above him, his hazel eyes wide and filled 
with an innocence that | hope never dies. Kirk's hands wander through his hair, pulling it tight behind David's 
head before letting it relax. | can hear David moaning softly, his tongue working around the thick head before 
flicking to trace along bulging veins. And from the hazy, lazy look on Kirk's face, he's enjoying it as much as | 


do. 


My hips fall into a steady rhythm against the pillow as | watch the show before me. Fingers wrap into David's 
hair and push him a little closer. He coughs and splutters before opening up and taking a little more into his 
mouth. Saliva drips from his lower lip and onto his naked chest. Seeing him hard and ready sends a shiver down 
my spine. He's perfect. Beautiful. Loving. Caring. And all mine. Every inch of that man is the person that I'm in 
love with. He's the one that comes home to me. Goes to bed with me. Kisses me. Loves me. Tangles his limbs 


around mine when he wants something. 


Kirk gently pushes David's head back and | grind myself down onto the pillows. My orgasm is racing ever 
closer, knotting in my groin and sending stars scattering through my brain. Holding David in place, he slowly 
slides his cock in and out of my lover's mouth. With every smooth stroke, he's pushing himself deeper until 
David has no choice but to hold back his gag reflex and allow Kirk in. He's never gone that deep with me and to 
see him kneeling with Kirk's balls resting against his lips is enough to drive me over the edge. With a strangled 
groan, | let loose, my orgasm flashing through me and my seed soaking the pillows. Stream after stream of hot 
fluid erupts from me, uncontrollable and almost painful in the violence with which it appeared. As l'm riding the 
waves of pleasure, | see Kirk give me a knowing smile before he slowly starts to fuck David's mouth. My 
boyfriend just kneels there and takes it all, his eyes smarting a little and his nostrils flaring as he does his 
best to continue breathing. 


Kirk gently pets David's hair before pulling back and resting the head of his cock against David's lower lip. 
"Open wide," he murmurs. "I want you to taste this." 


David does as he asks and opens his mouth. My friend takes a step forward and carefully places his cock on 
the flat of David's tongue. With a few long, hard strokes, he tenses and | watch as strings of pearly white 
come shoot down my boyfriend's throat. | hear David gargle and gasp and | can see him reaching for his own 


cock. 


Kirk is so gentle with him. So kind and patient. And its those traits that make my cock harden again. We live, 
and work, in a world that can be so harsh and so cruel. We're judged on our appearances, how we perform, 
how long we can last. To find people who are sweet, kind, loving, and generous is a beautiful thing. They're like 


unicorns in a world of monsters. 


He tells David to stand before helping my lover to his feet. Turning David to face me, Kirk wraps one arm 
around David's waist. His fingers trail down to my boyfriend's cock and wrap around it before giving him a long, 
slow stroke. Thats all it takes for David to sink back against him. He rests his head on David's shoulder and 
tickles his plump lips against David's ear. 


"Yeah. Like that. Put on a show for your boyfriend,” Kirk murmurs. 


Watching David lost in the throes of passion is a drug like nothing else. He arches against Kirk, his head back 
and eyes closed as he pants softly. His lips are barely parted and his sunny-blonde hair spills over Kirk's 
darker skin. They're a similar height, which makes me realise just how much height | have on both of them. 
The difference in size is both a fear of mine, and a turn on Knowing that | have someone smaller, and thinner, 


in my arms is a pleasure with an afterthought of whether I'm going to hurt them or not. 


| grind myself back down to the pillows and shoot a second load just as David comes. His seed arches from his 


cock to splatter against the bed. A droplet lands on my lips and | eagerly lick it away. 
Once he's come to, he flops on the bed beside me, seemingly unabashed in his nudity. He laughs and reaches 
for me, giving me a kiss before pulling Kirk down beside him. The two of them roll around for a moment 


before settling against my side. 


Again, how the fuck did | get so fucking lucky? 


David's gone at just before nine and | spend time stretched out in bed with a heart full of love. Morning 
sunlight streams through the windows and, with my hands tucked behind my head, | think back on the night 
before. That glorious, wonderful evening of watching my boyfriend and my best friend frolic in the bed. Of 
seeing them naked. Of seeing their willowy limbs wrapped around one another. Of seeing them kiss and touch 
one another. They didn't fuck. They're saving that for another night, and another show. Possibly if | end up 
taking another beating from Grohl. A little treat, so to speak, to help me heal. 


My ass is starting to feel a lot better and | finally drag myself out of bed and into the shower. Once l'm clean, 
| brew up a coffee and debate what I'm going to do with the day. | don't have to work tonight and David should 


be home by six. The record store is just across the road, barely a two minute walk away. In fact.. 


It's a little before eleven and there's a sweet-ass bagel shop just down the road. Wonder if | can turn up and 
surprise him with lunch? Wonder if he'll remember that the first piece of food that he bought me was a 
bagel? 


| down the coffee and make myself look semi-presentable. Hair brushed back, clothes that don't need the 
laundry, that kind of thing. There's a spring to my step that | haven't had before. A little bounce that wasn't 
there a few days ago. I'm happy. Happier than | thought I'd be. For a long time | imagined that I'd be on the 
streets until my looks started to fade. Then I'd wangle my way into a job with someone like Grohl. Take up 
their offers of paid work with a few sexual favours on the side. But now.. Now there's a hope that | haven't 
felt for a long time. 


| grab my wallet and a pair of sunglasses and leave. I'm not going to drive. The bagel shop is literally right 
there and Aubury's is a little further up and just across the road. Besides, a dose of vitamin D will do me 
good. Fuck knows | don't see the sun as much as | should do. Mostly it's bed and work and that's it. And | drive 
to and from work even though it's within walking distance. Last thing | need are any of my old clients stopping 
me on the street and asking for a quick blow job. 


Fuck, does the sun feel good. And the gentle breeze that plays among the palm leaves. | stop and look up and 
take in the sight of the trees. Have | stopped to admire the view before? If | have, it was a long time ago. A 


time before | became hardened to the world around me. 


| can just about make out the roll of the hills in the distance. The day, for once, is clear and I'm grateful that | 
can't taste the grit of smog in the air. | take my time walking down to the bagel shop. As per usual, the line is 
out of the door so | get time to debate what | want. The menu's pinned to the window and | scan it as the line 


slowly shifts forward. 


The shop is tiny and the kind of place that's been here since before Hollywood became, well, Hollywood. Family 
place with a tile counter, Dad making bagels, Mom putting them together, and the adult kids taking the orders 


and money. | ask for two of their salmon and cream cheese ones and am rewarded with overstuffed and dirt 


cheap food. | grab a couple of sodas and begin my journey down Hollywood and to the record store. 

And that store hasn't changed, either. Rows and rows of records stretch for as far as the eye can see. The 
walls are covered in posters and flyers. Every aisle is full of people looking for that next musical hit. And 
there, amid it all, is David. He looks small and a little lost with his trolley of records. A red apron is wrapped 
around his waist and he's trying to patiently answer someone's question 

| wait until he's finished before walking over to him. 


"Hey." 


He jumps and there's a scared look on his face before he registers who's standing beside him. He grins and 


gives me a playful push. "You scared me." 
"Sorry." | hold out one of the brown paper bags. "Bought you lunch." 


Well, blow me if David doesn't blush. He smiles sweetly and looks at his sneakers before taking the bag from 


me 
| hold out the soda. "Got you a drink, too’ 

"You didn't have to do this," he says softly 

"OF course | did" | lower my voice so as not to embarrass him. "We're together, aren't we?" 

His blush deepens and David looks at me from beneath his feathered hair and gives me a small nod. He's so 
adorable and | just want to take him home and love him. Instead | place a hand on his shoulder. Don't want him 


getting into shit on his first day. 


"IIl see you later, okay? | haven't got work tonight so Kirk's coming over. He said something about his stove 
being broken and wanting to cook tofu. Personally | think it's just an excuse to hang out with you again" 


David's smile is so wide it could light up the room. "I'll see you later." He holds up the bag. "And thank you. | 
appreciate it." 


"No worries. Catch you later." 


| give him a final glance as | head for the door. He smiles and waves and goes back to his work If I'm not 


mistaken, there's a little bounce to his step as moves his trolley along the aisle. 


| spend the day cleaning. Its the most boring job known to man but no one else, other than possibly David now, 
is going to clean the apartment. There's laundry that needs doing and a bathroom that desperately needs a 


scrub. No longer can | live like a Neanderthal. The hairs have to go from the sink and the crap needs to be 


scrubbed from the toilet. The stove needs cleaning and the freezer that | never use could do with defrosting. 
Eventually the buzzer goes and | answer it. "Yo?" 

It's me," my friend's eternally boyish voice replies. 

| hit the button and open the door. Leaning against the frame, | listen as footsteps ascend the stairs and 
eventually Kirk comes into view. He walks along the landing and | have a moment to take in his black leather 
pants, button down shirt, black nail polish, and artfully smudged eyeliner. 

"IF | didn't know any better, I'd think that you were here to seduce my boyfriend." 


Kirk grins at me and holds up a bag of groceries. "And would you complain?" 


Once Kirk's stepped inside, | push myself away from the door and walk in. "After the other night? Hell fucking 


No. 


"My stove really is broken, by the way." Kirk dumps his bag on the counter. "I called the landlord but fuck only 


knows when itll get fixed. | might need to come and cook more often. There's enough for everyone, by the 


way. 


| hop up on one of the stools and rest my elbows on the opposite counter. "Thank you. David'll appreciate it. 


He's at his new job today.” 
"Yeah?" Bags of vegetables and noodles begin to appear beside the stove. 


"Yeah. | took him lunch. He looked nervous but happy. But who wouldn't be? He's fresh to Hollywood from 
Minnesota. Got to be scary." 


"Absolutely. He's adorable." 


| grin and watch as Kirk pulls out knives and a chopping board. "I know. I'm glad you like him. He'll be home in an 


hour or so." 
We talk back and forth as Kirk gets everything ready. We talk music, and life, and work, and dream dreams of 
the what-could-bes. Could we make it as a band? Or will we be playing bars on the nights off from our usual 


jobs? Only time will tell. 


Eventually the door opens and David, looking weary rather than perky, slopes in He dumps his shoes and apron 
beside the door and is just making his way to the bathroom when Kirk calls to him. 


"Hey, David." 


| see my boyfriend stall and blush, his hair adorably hiding the pink that touches his cheeks. "Hey, Kirk” 
lm not one for being left out of the action "Hey, baby. I'm over here." 


David turns and pushes a wave of hair out of his eyes before giving me the biggest smile. He trots on over 
and leans down to kiss me. Instead, | wrap my hands around his waist and pull him into my lap. David gives a 
squeak of surprise before steadying himself on my shoulder. Wrapping my arms around his tiny waist, | pull 
him close and stare up into those warm, hazel eyes. 


"Hey." 
David smiles softly and reaches out to run a hand through my hair. "Hey." 
"How was your first day?" 


He shrugs. "Busy." He wriggles in my arms but | hold him tight. "I'm hot and sweaty and horrible. Let me go 


shower and then I'll come and eat." 


| give him a kiss and let him go. Truth be told, | don't give a shit what he looks like. The sweat might be sticky 


on his skin and there may be dirt beneath his nails but he's perfect. Perfect and all mine. 


| hear the shower start up and it's closely followed by Kirk turning the stove on. I'm being waited on hand and 
foot. Better not get used to this. 


David finally emerges from the shower with his hair damp around his shoulders and wearing clean, dry clothes. 
As much as Id like to see him naked I'm kinda also hungry. So food first and fucking later. The ache in my ass 
is all but gone and I'm looking forward to having my boyfriend in my arms. 


"This is really good," David murmurs. "Where'd you learn to cook like this?" 
Across the table, Kirk shrugs. "Taught myself. I'm glad you like it” 


They talk to one another and | can't help but watch. They're the perfect to be together in a band and | can 
already see them playing off of one another. It's been an image that's played over and over in my head ever 
since | watched them the other night. They'll look great on stage together and | can already see the crowds 


lapping up their interactions. 


Eventually | break their conversation of movies and music with a gentle cough. "So we still on for seeing this 


guy on Sunday?" 


Both of them nod and | see flickers of excitement dance through their eyes. | know that they've been having 
the same dreams as myself, dreams of getting ourselves out of the dark side of Hollywood. Most people who 
visit are tourists and only see the glitz and glamour. They don't see the sleazy side that we're a part of. Well, 


not unless they go looking for it. 


We talk about what we're going to play and talk about with this guy. | decide to let David do most of the 
talking initially while | weigh up who we're with. Hopefully he'll be a good guy. If not then we're outta there. 


Once we're done, | shoo the other two to the couch and do the dishes. One of them cooked and the other's 
been working all day. It's only right that | clear up. As | stand at the sink, | watch them with a smile. They're 
curled on the couch, closer than they would be if they were "just friends". Fingers touch one another and 
David's bare toes rest on Kirk's booted ones. | almost want to force them to sit apart but they're so sweet 
together. So gentle and unassuming, innocent friendship at its very best. Even once lim done with the dishes, | 


lean against the counter and watch them hold hands and talk. 
| push myself away from the counter and walk over to the couch. "Mind if | join you?" 


David looks up at me and smiles. | drop myself beside him and drape an arm over his shoulders. David snuggles 
down against me, pulling Kirk with him as he does. Suddenly there's a little pile of gorgeous men pressed against 


me and l'm not going to complain. 


| sweep a hand through David's hair and feel my cock twitch as he tilts his head back to look up at me. His 


eyes are wide and expectant and he smiles when | give him a single nod. 


Their kisses are slow and gentle, as though they're feeling one another out. David's fingers twist into Kirk's 
hair and pull him closer. Soft moans fill the air and | watch, mesmerised, as they slowly wrap themselves 


around one another. 


| should be seething that my boyfriend enjoys being with another. But its a turn on that | never expected. 


Their dance is beautiful and I've found that | can't get enough of seeing them in the same room together. 


Eventually David is all but on top of me, one arm around my neck and the other holding Kirk close. My jeans 
are tight and | need to get out of them before | explode. Wriggling my butt into the couch, | lift my hips and 
somehow manage to ease the zipper down without heaving David to the floor. Once the relief floods through 
me, | go back to holding him, one hand on his hair as he writhes beneath Kirk. 


Light and dark, sunlight and shadows, the sun and the moon. That's what these two look like. Polar opposites in 
absolutely everything but loving every moment that they get to spend together. David's still learning what he 
enjoys and is obviously picking up things from Kirk that | hope, and pray, he'll use on me at some point. 


| don't know how long | sit there with them playing in my lap before David sinks back with a positively filthy 
groan. From the way they've both relaxed onto one another (and me) | can only think that they've soaked their 
clothes with semen. They lie, coupled together, for a while before Kirk finally gets to his feet. He bends and 


kisses David's cheek before doing the same to me. 


"I better get home. Work tomorrow." 


| cringe. "Ack. Yeah. Ill see you there." 

Kirk brushes my hair back from my face and gives me another gentle kiss. "You okay for Saturday?" 
| smile warmly. "Like you even have to ask." 

"Good. | don't want to be lumbered with any of the other guys. Especially not-" 


He stalls and | know that his first experience of one of the live sex shows still haunts him. I'm trying to help 
him chase it away but it's tough. It's a memory that will no doubt linger for a long time. 


Once Kirk's gone, | have to gently try and move David from the couch and into bed. He's too blissed out to 


care that l'm carrying him from one to the other. All he does is look at me with a soft, crooked smile. 

"Enjoy having your friend over?" 

He nods. "Yeah." 

"Ever gonna try and keep your hands to yourself?" | gently tease. 

David's smile widens a little and his eyes sparkle. He shakes his head and sinks back into the pillows. 

"Gonna give me kisses now? 

He's so sweet and so innocent as he rolls onto his front. Propped on his elbows, he shuffles closer and seals 
his lips against mine. His fingers rake through my hair and tiny moans escape his lips. David, whether he knows 
it or not, is making me feel like a million bucks. | couldn't ask for anything more. 

By rights, David shouldn't have walked to work the next morning. We made love deep into the night and it was 
the early hours before we even drifted to sleep. David was so horny that he rode me until his muscles 
cramped. When he slipped from the bed this morning, he was hobbling so badly that | suspected I'd have to call 
in for him. But he gave me a smile and a kiss and disappeared into the early morning sun 

The apartment is empty whenever David's not around. His mere presence fills the cracks and floods the 
corners. He feels like warmth, home-baked cookies, apple pie, and home. He's the light that | never knew that | 
needed. 

| spend the day doing the mundane things; laundry, cleaning, tidying. | know that | have to go into work at some 
point but my mind is on Sunday and what's to come. We'll take a trip across the city and meet someone who 


could, hopefully, be our fourth. 


The day rolls by and | spend part of it on the couch, watching as the sun drifts from one side of the 


apartment to the other. As 5pm rolls around, | toss my notebook to one side and heave myself up. Back in the 
bad old days, I'd have been on the streets by now. Or at least grabbing something to eat before parking my 
car in a back alley. I'd have been watching the sun set until it was time for me to hit my spot and turn my 


eyes Towards the johns roaming the streets. 
Now | get to spend time at home and l'm realising how little there is to keep me occupied. Other than my 
guitar, David's little radio, and a handful of magazines, there's no entertainment. No books to lose myself in. No 


art on the walls. Its a functional apartment and its probably time for me to change that. 


| need to leave for work at seven. David rolls through the door at a little before 530pm. He looks tired but at 


least I've managed to put something on the stove to cook. 

| watch as he dumps his stuff beside the door and makes his way to the bathroom. Before he walks in, he 
pauses and a small smile twitches his lips. He turns and walks over to me, loops his arms around my waist and 
leans up to give me a kiss. 

"Sorry," he murmurs. 


"Whatever for?" 


He shrugs and rests his head against my chest. | find that l'm comforted by such gestures, safe in the 


knowledge that someone wants, and needs, me. 
"Forgot to say hello." 


| hug him tight and kiss his head. "You would have said hello eventually. Go and take a shower. Dinner'll be on 


the table soon" 

His smile is still there as he wanders off, leaving me to finish off the spaghetti. 

David, thankfully, doesn't take long and he's soon seated at the table, his hair hanging in damp strands around 
his shoulders as he shovels food into his mouth. | sometimes forget that he's still young, and therefore 
growing, and that he also grew up on a farm. Hard work and manual labour were the name of the game so 
he's not scared of throwing himself into something new in order to keep himself going. | know that | can learn 
from him. Hopefully we can both grow from one another. 


"How was work?" | eventually ask. 


David shrugs and looks up. "Busy. Everyone seemed to be out today." He breaks into a smile as he remembers 


something. "Someone stopped me and said that they heard | was starting a band. Wanted to help out?" 


| raise an eyebrow. "How so?" 


He places the fork back in the dish and rests an elbow on the table. There's a faraway look in David's eyes, one 
that's hopeful for the future. "Said he could get us a record deal if we were good enough." 


And that's piqued my interest. Not only does someone know that we're starting a band (and | wonder how they 
know) but they're already out there offering deals. 


"How does he know?" | ask. | try to keep my voice under control. I've promised David that | won't let my 
temper fly. That I'll look after and protect him at all costs. He doesn't need to see my dark side any more than 
he already has. 


David shrugs again and glances at the table. | feel like he's about to shutdown on me and | try and keep myself 
optimistic. "Said that he'd heard it on the grapevine." 


The grapevine, huh? My senses are starting to tingle and | can't help but ask, "What did he look like?" 


Hair falls into David's eyes as he looks up at me. "Little shorter than you. Long, dark hair. Beard. Talked real 


nice." 
| thought as much. My heat hammers in my chest as | reach across the table and take David's hands in my 
own. | hold onto him far tighter than | probably should as though imploring that he listens to me. 


"I know that man. Know him far better than | probably should. He'll be nice to your face but he's a sadist 


behind closed doors and he'll want something from you in return for that deal.” 


The colour is draining from David's face and | can feel his muscles tensing as though he's going to pull away. 
"IIl do it," he whispers. "I'll do anything to help us." 


"Not with him you won't. David, you have to promise me that you won't speak to him if you see him. Yeah, he 
might give us a deal. But he'll want you, all of you, in return. And it won't be pleasant" 


David shakes as he nods and | get to my feet. Rounding the table, | kneel beside him and wrap my arms around 
his waist. I'm suddenly scared, terrified even. Not for myself but for David. If Dave lures him away and into an 


office, there's going to be a whole other mess to deal with. 

"You know when | went into that private room and came out limping?" 

He nods, his hazel eyes forever on mine. 

"That was him. He was one of my clients from the streets and he wasn't happy that I'd stopped hooking and 
started dancing. But he pays a lot of money. A hell of a lot. Let me deal with him. Let me take whatever he 


wants to hand out." Leaning up, | press a kiss to David's forehead. "But please, please don't get involved with 


him. | need to know that you're safe and well. 


"| promise." 


The words he whispers may be music to my ears but there's still fear in my heart. Giving him a gentle kiss, | 
get to my feet and sit back across from him. Determined to change the subject, | ask if there's anything he 
wants to do on the weekend (other than visit this drummer guy). At that, David's face lights up and he rattles 
off a list including the beach, a walk at the Observatory, and maybe a movie at one of the nearby theatres. 
Oh, and he needs to call his Mom and let her know how he's doing. 
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| sit in the dressing room with a towel wrapped around my shoulders and the remnants of my sweat cooling on 
my chest. Six private dances, two stage dances, and a whole bunch of cum later and l'm ready to call it a 
night. But | need to wait for Kirk. 

The lights around the mirror all but burn into my eyes. Much like David's encounter, | can't get rid of the 
searing heat that scorches through me. I'll admit that I'm scared for David. But l'm also mad as hell that the 
news somehow got out and to Grohl. | don't mind people talking but | do mind where that information ends up. 
A couple of the other guys come and go. | watch them in the mirror as they collect their belongings or head 
for the shower. Finally the door opens and Kirk, clad in little more than a pair of black shorts, pads in. He takes 
a seat beside me and his tiny body rises and falls as he sighs. 

"Good night?" 

He nods and grabs a towel to mop away the white fluid on his stomach. 

"Kirk?" 

He doesn't look at me as he cleans himself up. "Mmmm?" 


"Did you tell anyone that we're starting a band?" 


His dark eyes meet mine in the mirror and, for a split second, | see a splinter of fear in his eyes. Kirk knows 


me all too well and | suspect that he's fearing for his safety if he says the wrong thing. 
"I told Mustaine," he murmurs. "Why?" 


Oh, for fuck's sake. Motormouth Mustaine is the worst person you can talk to. And | can guarantee that he 
handed Grohl the information for free. 


"Looks like he's told Grohl," | gently reply. "Who's then tracked down David and told him that he'll give us a 
record deal. Only that will come with a price that David doesn't yet know about." 


| can see the colour draining from Kirk's face and his eyes turn to his hands. "I'm sorry." 


"Don't be sorry. You did nothing wrong. You weren't to know that Mustaine would open his fat mouth. He did 
and he opened it to the wrong person" 


Kirk glances at me in the mirror. His eyes are sad and watery and he gives me a small, lopsided smile. l'm not 


quite sure if he believes me or not. He probably suspects that I'm seething angry and trying to keep 


everything under control. 
When he goes to stand, | reach out and lay a hand on his wrist. "Where you goin?" 
He shrugs. "Home." 


| sigh and pull him into my lap. | expect him to resist but he doesn't. Instead, he just slumps, his shoulders and 
head low. | press a kiss to his forehead. 


‘lm not mad," | quietly repeat. "I promise. Not at you. We're all excited. But Mustaine can take a long hike. He 
knows who Grohl is; I'm sure those two have hooked up several times. He knows that Grohl will use that 


information to his advantage because it's not like either of those fuckers know where we are." 


Kirk nods and seems to get a little smaller. | wrap my arms around him when he folds himself against me. We 
all need kindness and reassurance at times and l'm not going to let my friend hurt because of his child-like 


excitement. 


“Guaranteed Grohl asked Mustaine where | was and Mustaine replied that | worked here but was putting a 
band together. Couldn't help but spew that tasty little bit of info. Like | said, the pair of them know where we 


are. Grohl's just digging so that he's got something to hold over us. Plus, he wants in David's pants, so.." 


| let the sentence drift off and just hold Kirk close. We're both feeling a little lost and a little alone and the 


closeness is a comfort that | didn't know | needed right now. 


| eventually make it home with the promise that we'll go and visit Kirk one evening. His landlord has finally fixed 


his hob so he has no need to visit us for the moment. Well, except to practice. 


David, unsurprisingly, is already in bed and all of the lights are out bar a night light that | never knew | had. 
It's only when I'm in the shower do | realise that I've never had a night light and that David must have bought 


it to give me a little illumination when | got in from work. 


The thought warms me and | sink back against the tiles as the cum of several other men is washed from my 


skin There's only one place | want to be right now and that's in bed and curled up next to David. 


| creep out of the shower and into bed David murmurs something and rolls over. His arms instinctively go 


around me and | find myself relaxing. l'm finally home, both literally and figuratively. 


For once it feels nice to be out of our little patch in Hollywood. The roads might not be as clear as Id like 
them to be but the windows are down, the breeze is in our hair, and Sabbath is blasting from the stereo. 
David's curled in the passenger seat with a pair of sunglasses on his nose and the warm air whipping his face. 


Kirk's sprawled across the back seats and looking equally as chilled out. 


We'd all stuffed our faces with breakfast at Carter's before piling into the car to make the twenty mile 


journey to Downey. You may as well have asked us to go to the moon Kirk and | are stuck in our ways, 
Hollywood hood rats who've spent enough years living in the glittered gutters of the entertainment capital. 
Having to inch our way out of there is akin to asking us to leave our entire lives behind. David's a little more 
laid back. Coming from Minnesota, he had a whole ton of ground to cover just to get to the nearest store. But 
even he's starting to get comfortable with having everything on his front door. But if we're serious about a 


band then we've gotta put the legwork in whether we want to or not. 


Downey is classic American suburbia. All white single story houses and two cars on the drive. Probably got 
Mom cooking dinner while Dad watches TV and reads the newspaper. We pull up in front of a house that is 
slightly bigger than the others. Still a single story but with enough of an edge to scream "We have money". | 
look at David and can see that the colour has trickled from his face. He's suddenly sitting bolt upright with his 


knees poking through the holes in his jeans and the sunglasses pushed up onto his head. 


We couldn't have looked more out of place. As well as his ripped jeans, David's wearing a black tshirt 
emblazoned with the Alchemy Gothic skull. Kirk's in tight black pants and a black wife beater. And there's me, 
looking vaguely normal, in jeans and a Harley shirt. But shit, do we look like we've landed in the wrong 


neighbourhood. 


Is David who takes the initiative and trots up the steps. He knocks on the door while we wait by the car. 
After what seems like an age, a guy who's a head shorter than David answers the door. He's got shoulder 
length feathered hair and the biggest smile I've seen other than David. | can also feel my heart sinking. 


Seems Kirk's feeling the same when he leans in and whispers, "What the fuck have we got ourselves into?" 
"| don't know. | really don't know." 


After a couple of minutes, David turns and waves us up. He's smiling, so that's a good sign. But that feeling of 
trepidation is still there. Somehow | make my job so easy for myself. | can get on stage, or get naked with 
someone, and it's a piece of cake. But ask me to meet someone new in normal, everyday circumstances and | 


lose it. The words disappear and | find myself hunching over to try and make myself smaller. 


"Hey," the man we're meeting speaks with an accent that | don't recognise and thrusts a hand in our faces. "lm 


Lars." 
Kirk, knowing me all too well, nudges his way in front of me and take his hand. "Kirk. And this is James." 
Is great to meet you guys! Why don't you come on in?" 


He's full of confidence and enthusiasm as he bounds away into the house. We follow, myself a little more slowly 
than the other two. We somehow bypass wherever his parents are and wander along a hallway until we find 
ourselves entering a bedroom that's stacked to the gills with records and music-related items. The guy's a 
serious collector and a quick glance tells me that a lot of it has been bought over from Europe. Which would 


also explain his accent: 


So.." It's Kirk who slowly begins to talk "You're looking for a band? Excuse me for being blunt but you look 
kinda.. young." 


He does. Much like David, he's got a baby face and that huge smile adds to the illusion that he's younger than 
he probably is. He doesn't knock away Kirk's question, just grins and fills us in that he's twenty-four. 


We talk back and forth. Well, the other two do. | take in his room and a ramshackle drumkit that stands in one 
corner. It's a drummer we're looking for but this kid, with his shiny hair and high school shirt, probably 


weren't what we were looking for. 


Fingers touch my arm and the spell is broken | turn and find David standing beside me. He gives me a soft 


smile as he leans in to tell me that they've invited the new kid for a jam session. 
"At my place?" | murmur. 
"Unless we can find somewhere else," David's reply is just as soft. 


| nod. David hasn't questioned me and, for that, l'm thankful. lm not sure if | want someone who l'm not sure 


on yet wandering into my apartment and disturbing the energy. 


Call me stupid but my apartment is, for the most part, peaceful. There's a serenity there. A zen-like energy 
that's taken me a while to get right. It's one of the reasons I've never really taken johns back there, either. 
Something seems to linger in the air and taint the feeling of the place. Probably the reason that there's no art 


and no TV. | want it to feel as calm as possible at all times. 

With David's hand on my wrist, | forced myself to relax and actually chat to Lars. He was sweet. Loud and 
over the top, but sweet enough. Seemed like he'd be able to out talk David if and when it came to the band. 
Although the two of them probably had enough business sense between them to actually get things done. 
Which would leave me to create and, with that, | was happy. 

We eventually peels ourselves away, bid him goodbye, and left him with our respective phone numbers. Once 
we were back on the freeway, | breathed a sigh of relief and felt the stress that had been in my shoulders 
begin to melt away. 


"So, what do you think?" David pipes up. 


| shrug. "He can play. Mostly. But | think his best quality is going to be that he's got a big mouth on him. Plus, 


he'll improve. We'll have to see how he does when we're all playing together.” 
"You didn't seem very talkative," Kirk's voice drifted from the back seat. 


"Yeah, well, you know what | can be like. New person, new place. It always takes me time to work ‘em out. I'll be 


fine once | get to know him." 
"True." 


We head back to Kirk's for lunch and | see David's jaw drop as we walk into our friend's apartment. Where as 
ours is sparsely furnished, Kirk's is beautifully decorated. The walls are varying shades of red and white while 
his furniture is all black. Black bookshelves house his ever growing horror collection. Our bare lightbulbs are 


nothing compared to the black off-the-shelf chandeliers that hang from the ceiling. 
Kirk grins as he watches David. "Go and check out the bedroom." 


| watch David's ass as he wanders away. It's followed by a gasp as he disappears into the bedroom that I've 
had the pleasure of being in several times. 


A black four poster bed dominates the room and red bed linen and baroque cushions cover the mattress. 
David is overwhelmed to the point of silence and when Kirk gives me a look, | give him a nod and kick my shoes 


off. 


Heaving myself onto the bed, | lie back against the pillows and watch as Kirk takes David in his arms and floors 
him with a kiss. 


They're a joy to watch when they're together, both lean and willowy. They're sensual in a way that makes 
every tiny movement a pleasure. David gives in to Kirk all too easily and l'm all too happy to sit back and take 
in the show before me. 


David winds his arms around his Kirk's neck and eagerly returns the kisses. Fingers dance beneath his clothes 
and, before | can draw so much as a breath, he's naked and sinking to his knees. He sits on his heels and 
stares up at Kirk with the same expectant look that he gives me. It's a look that goes straight to my heart 
and then down to my groin and | see that it does the same for our friend. 


He seems all too happy to gift Kirk with the same gentle and tender blowjobs that he gives me. His lips are 
plump and full as he slides them over the head and down the firm flesh. David's all too happy stroking himself 
and he rises and falls into his own hand as he tends to Kirk's needs. Speaking of which, | roll my hips up enough 


to force my jeans down to my thighs so that | can pay my own aching cock some attention 


They're so beautiful and | can't get enough of them. Caramel and honey, complete opposites of one another yet 
so similar. Kirk stands, legs spread slightly, and with one hand gracing the back of David's head as hazel eyes 
gaze lovingly up at him. | watch as David's cheeks hollow for a second as he takes Kirk deeper into his mouth. 


One day.. One day we'll get all the way down his throat and unload straight into his stomach. 


His fingers tighten in David's hair and David gasps before droplets of cum dribble from the corner of his 
mouth. Once Kirk is done and dusted, he pulls back and bends to kiss David's head. 


"Come on, | want to pay your ass some attention 


Kirk doesn't bother doing himself up. Just hops up onto the bed bedside me. | look at him and smile, my own 
cock still waiting for that blissful release. l'm all too happy when Kirk leans in and kisses me. 


"Thank you for letting me play with him." 


My smile widens. "You're more than welcome. Not saying l'm old but, damn, his hormones get the best of me 


sometimes.” 


And they do. Goodness knows how many times I've come home to find David working himself to another 

orgasm. Or woken to damp sheets because he's had a wet dream. Or made love to him three times in a row 
because he's absolutely insatiable. So I'm all too happy to share a little of that workload with Kirk in the hope 
that, at some point, David's hormones will calm and we'll settle into a relatively normal sex life. Whatever one 


of those is. l'm not sure if I've ever had one. 


Kirk gently pulls David over his lap and begins to gently stroke his pert little ass. | can't take my eyes off 
them, watching as Kirk's fingers dip between David's globes and stroke over his entrance before returning to 
give his balls a careful squeeze. In return, David moans softly and raises his hips as though inviting Kirk to do 


more. 
"When was the last time you were spanked?" Kirk murmurs. 
David purrs and pushes himself up into the wandering hands. "When | was a kid." 


One of those hands moves to rest in David's hair. Kirk applies the slightest of pressure and pushes him back 
down. "Give your boyfriend some love while | whip your ass." When David gasps, Kirk smiles. "Don't worry your 
pretty head. You're going to love every minute of this.” 


And this is what | meant about Kirk's freaky side. Except that it can get a lot freakier than this. I've 


experienced it a couple of times and it's a long and drawn out heady evening of pleasure. 


| nearly lose it when David's mouth engulfs my cock. I'm so turned on and wound up that | wouldn't have 
surprised myself if I'd exploded all over his face. That would be another first for him and one that | don't want 
to force on him. | may not have many limits at work. But in my own home (or the home of a friend) and with 
someone | love and respect, there are definitely limits and boundaries. And one of them is "not scaring off the 


newbie gay guy’. 


There's a crack as Kirk's hand connects with David's ass. David gasps around my cock and, from the corner of 
my half-closed eyes, | see him roll his hips up to meet the next blow. Over and again, Kirk brings his hand 
down on David's upturned cheeks, turning them pink and causing y boyfriend to mewl and moan. Each little 
sound sends vibrations along my cock and | find myself winding my fingers into David's hair and pushing him a 
little lower. Saliva coats my skin and David's tongue dances over veins. Along with my hand on his head, Kirk 


has a hand in the small of his back. Between us, we've rendered him all but immobile. While he maybe the 
newbie gay guy, David's taking everything well and seems to be enjoying it. At least that's what the moans and 
the rise and fall of his hips say. 


The spanking continues and, for reasons | can't describe, | find myself turned on. | don't know whether it's 
David, or David being held down, or the idea that | could do it myself. But watching Kirk alternating between 
David's pert bottom and the tops of his thighs is driving me crazy. All it takes is one particularly sharp strike 
against David's left cheek for me to erupt into my boyfriend's mouth. For the second time that night he takes 
a mouthful of cum and his eyes lock on mine as my semen trickles from his mouth. My fingers stroke 


through his hair and | give him a gentle smile. 
"You're doing good," | murmur. "So good. Enjoying that?" 


With my softening cock still in his mouth, David nods and moans. He gives another thrust of his hips just as 
Kirk's hand lands on his plump cheeks and David gives a guttural groan. At that, our friend pauses and strokes 
his hand over David's reddened flesh. 


"How you feeling?" he gently asks. 
David lifts his head and nods. His eyes are dark and glazed and he seems to have drifted off into a hazy place. 
Kirk smiles and gives each ass cheek a gentle squeeze. "Good" 


We stay like that for a while with a completely blissed out David sprawled over us. He seems in no hurry to 
move and, for the moment, neither am. I'm just enjoying the feeling of being close to those that | love. | 
continue to stroke over David's hair, my fingers working into his scalp and gently massaging. He purrs at my 
touches, his body twitching a little as he begins to get restless. Gone is the naive virgin that walked into my 
life. He's been replaced with a loving and kind, but filthy minded, young man. 


Eventually, Kirk shifts from beneath David and pushes his jeans down onto his thighs. Like all three of us, he 
has a quick refractory period and is ready to go again. I'm unsure of what he's doing until he stuffs pillows 
beneath David's hips and slides his cock between my boyfriend's well-reddened ass cheeks. His slender, talented 
fingers wrap around the swell of David's waist and his head rolls back as he gives a soft sigh. From my 
vantage point, | can see the head of his cock bobbing as he rubs himself against David. 


Of course | can't help but get involved again. l'm drawn to these two and their playing like a moth to a flame 
and David is all to eager to take my own cock back into his welcoming mouth. He moans and sucks and pants 
and licks as he rubs himself against the pile of pillows, all too happy to give himself over, momentarily, to a 


decadent and hedonistic lifestyle. He'll never live it to the full extent that Kirk and | do because | won't allow it. 


But behind closed doors, and with us, he's all too welcome to explore his wild and crazy sexual side. 


The room feels heavy but not in an oppressive way. Instead, it's filled with the musky weight of sex. Of three 


men who can't keep their hands to themselves. Of love and desire and lust. It's sunlight after the rain. Love 


after heartbreak. Soothing, comforting, and warm. 


We three move as one, hands and lips roaming. Leaning across David, | wrap a hand in Kirk's hair and lift his 
eyes to mine. Before he can say anything, | do something that | thought I'd never do outside of the club and 
catch him in a deep kiss. Kirk pauses, obviously stunned, before he gives in to it. His hand winds in my hair and 


pulls me closer. 
"Don't ever leave us," | hiss. 
| feel him smile against my lips. "Like I'd ever do that" 


That's all it takes for me to erupt into David's waiting mouth. My boyfriend hisses and bucks, his body 
momentarily tightening. Amid it all, | watch Kirk wrap a hand around David's hip as his semen pools in my 


boyfriend's back. 


We spend the afternoon lolling in bed and eating salad and hummus. David is content to curl up around either 
one of us. He's calm and submissive, seemingly happy to have our company. Just as l'm overjoyed to have him 


with me. 


We eventually get dressed and bid Kirk a goodnight. As much as | love my friend, | couldn't help but wince 
when he reminded me that we were working Saturday. Sex show night and both of us needed to be on our 


best behaviour. 
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Saturday rolls around all too soon and | find myself dressing in my tightest pants and shirt before kissing 
David goodbye and making my way to the club. David mutters something about maybe staying home or maybe 
coming out. He hasn't decided yet. Another day at work and, thankfully, no run ins with Grohl. 


Jake's Junkyard is hopping by the time | wander through the staff entrance and out onto the floor. With a 
smile on my lips, | glance around until | find Kirk. My friend is busy talking to a client, an older guy with a 
paunch and grey hair who laughs before handing Kirk a flute of champagne. | see the smaller man respond in 
kind, his hand resting on the other man's hip as he delicately puts the glass back on the bar, a silent indicator 
that thanks, but no thanks, he'll drink it later. But now he has work to do. 


Kirk glides past me, smiling softly as he brushes his free hand against my hip. He disappears into one of the 
many private rooms and | sigh as | glance at my watch. I've got an thirty minutes until my first stage dance 
and ninety minutes until the live show with Kirk. Of which we've discussed nothing this week. 

"Hey." David's voice is so gentle that it sends shivers up my spine. Like rain on a calm day. My heart flutters 
and | turn to find him standing behind me. He blushes as | look at him. My eyes sweep over his skin-tight black 
jeans and the baggy black button down that he's wearing. He's now managing to wrangle his way in by virtue of 
knowing me and buying drinks while he's here. Plus he has a habit of slipping money into my pants, money 
which eventually makes its way back into his wallet when he's not looking. 


| reach out and stroke a hand through his hair. "Hey. It's good seeing you." 


| can smell his cologne, a woody, musky scent that's driving me a little crazy. I'm half tempted to tell him to 


visibly hand me a couple of hundred bucks and I'll take him to one of the rooms and ride his sweet little ass. 


Instead, David just blushes more and casts his eyes down to his shoes. | curl a finger beneath his chin and lift 


his eyes to mine. 

"Gonna have fun tonight?" | ask. 

David nods and smiles softly. "I always have fun. | love watching you guys and being here is a nice break" 
"Break from what?" | shrug. 


"Just being home. | feel like all | do is work and sleep now. And that's it. | don't have work in the morning, so..." 


His smile widens and | see his eyes begin to glaze over. 


Bending down, | press a kiss to his forehead. "I expect you leaning against that stage and whooping along with 


the rest of them, okay?" 


Fingers tickle the base of my spine and | pull myself away from David to find Kirk standing behind me. He has a 
smug look on his face and a glob of dried cum on his chin. Taking the hint that I'm up on stage, | give David a 
quick kiss and leave him in Kirk's capable hands as my song choice for the night begins to rumble through the 
speakers. Give it another five minutes and I'll see Kirk and David slumped in a booth. And | know full well that 
Kirk will be jerking off David as they watch me lose my clothes. 


It doesn't take long for me to fall into that head space and, before | know it, most of my clothes have also 
fallen off. | strut across the stage with my hand wrapped around the base of my cock. Finding David and Kirk, | 
kneel at the edge of the stage and give them my best smile. In the dim light | can see David's jaw somewhere 


near the table, his eyes watching me as | jerk off. 


It doesn't take long and, all too soon, I'm arching my back as my cum splatters onto the mirrored stage. l'll 
know soon enough whether David soaked Kirk's hand or not. Chances are that he did. 


| gather my clothes and make my way to the dressing room. A handful of men stop me on the way and | make 
appointments to see them once I've done the show with Kirk. 


Who | find sitting in my spot and staring at himself in the mirror. It looks as though he's admiring himself until 
| catch the look of terror on his face. 


"Where's David?" 

"Bathroom," Kirk softly replies as he gestures to a red door in one corner. 

My heart starts to beat a little faster. "Why's he going to the bathroom in here?" 
Kirk stares at me in the mirror before licking his lips. "Safety. Grohl's here." 

My heart sinks into the soles of my feet. "Jake in tonight?" 

Kirk shakes his head and lifts himself from the bench seat. 


"Keep him in here. If any of the other guys ask why, tell ‘em he's being harassed. David has a right to be 


here’ 
"So does Grohl," Kirk whispers. "And guess who's the bigger spender?" 

| shrug and sigh as | slide myself from one set of clothes and into another. "I know," | murmur. 

Im trying not to be angry. Trying not to let my temper flare. | know what will happen if it kicks off between 


Dave and David. David will be kicked out and banned from the club because he's barely spending any money 
while Dave will be free to prey on him on the streets and beat my ass to a pulp in the club. 


| need to put on my best game face but | also need to see David first. Need to know that he's okay. 
"Does he know?" | ask. 

Kirk shakes his head. 

"We'll have to tell him because he'll want to know why he needs to stay in here.” 


The bathroom door opens and David walks out. He blushes when he sees me before smiling softly. He rests and 
a hand on my chest and stops before me. 


"Hey." 
Leaning down, | give him a kiss. "Hey. Feel better?" 
He nods. "In more ways than one." 


| wrap my arms around him and pull him close. The world melts away and | feel safe and secure with him in 


my arms. 


"David, we need you to stay in here. It's for your own safety. Grohl - the man you spoke to at the record 


store - is in the club and | can't protect you while I'm on stage." 
The colour drains from his face and | lean down to give him another kiss. 
"You're going to be okay, though. Just stay here. We'll handle him if he decides he wants a conversation” 


Which, knowing Grohl, he will. He'll want a conversation about how far he can haggle me down. | debate whether 


its worth hanging him out to dry for a couple of weeks. 


We leave David perched in a corner and promise that we'll be as quick as possible. The sex shows don't have a 


time limit on them so we can be as quick as we want. 


| keep my eyes on Kirk's ass as we walk out. It's about the only way that l'm going to get myself into that 

head space. | need to be focused, and horny, otherwise this is going to fall flat on its face. Not that either of 
us particularly need the cash right now. But it'll be nice if David needs to quit his job. | don't want to advocate 
him doing that but if Grohl keeps hassling him at work it might be the safest bet. The last thing | need is for 


David to have his unblemished police record scarred because he's lashed out at Dave. 


But it doesn't take much and, before long, I'm naked and flat on my back on a pile of pillows while Kirk sucks 
my cock and the crowd around us bays for more. The lights above me sting my eyes and so | turn my 
attention to the beautiful man between my legs. The one who always lavishes so much attention on me and 


makes me feel like a million bucks while we empty the wallets of the men around us. 


| gently caress his hair, letting the curls fall between my fingers as the lust rages through my body. My eyes 
become heavy and | can feel the first telltale tinglings of an impending orgasm. | give Kirk's hair a gentle tug. 


When he looks at me, | give him a lopsided smile. 


Kirk's thighs slide along mine and his hands rest on my chest. None of this was planned. We'd had something 
else in mind. But Kirk had suddenly taken charge as we'd approached the stage and | think | have an inkling as to 
why. Turning my head gives me a view of some of those standing in the shadows. And there, just in my line of 
sight, is the bastard himself. Arms folded over his chest and hair curling around his shoulders. He takes a step 
forward when he catches me looking and | see a smirk tug at Dave's lips. | know he wants me. But | also know 


that he now wants David more. 


But having Kirk on top of me and riding me like the world is about to end is the sign that Grohl probably needs. 
We're not his possessions. We're not here to be used and abused by him. We're not here to be picked up and 
tossed away due to his moods. Well, | might be but David definitely isn't. David hasn't signed up for the sex 


worker life. He's his own man and allowed to make his won choices. 


Feeling Kirk rising and falling is driving me wild and | take my attention from Dave and to the man on top of me. 
His head is thrown back, his lips parted, and his dark hair curls down his back in thick waves. | rest my hands 
at his hips and roll my own up into him. Kirk groans and his fingers, with nails filed to points, rake along my 
chest. | hiss at the sting of pain before | smile softly. | can see what he's doing, feel it even. He's showing 

Dave, and the world, that we're not owned by him. He's showing Grohl that pleasure can only be given by those 


who love one another. Pleasure can't be given, nor can it be coerced. 


My hands move from his hips and to his waist and | pull him down for a heated kiss. His hands tangle in my 
hair and lift my head from the cloud of pillows beneath me. All | want right now is him. Him and the man 


waiting in the dressing room for me. They're all | need in this world. Them and their love and acceptance of me. 
| buck my hips and a strangled cry catches in my throat as my orgasm tears through me. It's never been 
this powerful, nor this meaningful, with Dave, and never will be. He's a client. Someone who pays me an obscene 


amount of money for me to get naked with him. He'll never be David, and he'll never be Kirk. 


As | bend down to grab my clothes and cash, | find myself looking into Grohl's eyes. He smirks, his dark eyes 
twinkling beneath the stage's bright lights. 


"| can give you anything you want-" he hisses. 
"But it comes with a price," | finish. "I know." 
| sweep off of the stage as quickly as | can. | don't want to see him. Don't want to look into his eyes. Don't 


want to think of the temptation that David nearly suffered at his hands. Offered the world only to have it 
shattered the second that Grohl's office door is closed. 


Once upon a time, Dave was my favourite client. Sure, he initialises me and beats my ass but he pays stupidly 
well. Really well. And | kinda looked forward to having my ass turned red. But he's become crueller, harsher, 
and more sadistic since | moved into the club, and especially since | met David. | know part of it is because I've 
raised my prices and | suspect another part is because | won't let him have David and because l'm no longer 
exclusive to him. Even though he knew that | fucked other guys for money, he seemed to assume that what 


we had ran deeper. Maybe because he knew that | didn't let other guys beat me. 


| escape into the dressing room and find David waiting for me. Despite his runs ins with Grohl, his face still has 


all the innocence of when | first met him. He's beautiful, ethereal even, and | can't wait to get him home. 
"What time do you get off?" he asks. 

| look at the clock on the wall. It's a little before midnight. | should be finishing at two. And | should really stay. 
"Couple of hours." Still naked, | walk up to him and wrap him in my arms. | want to know that he's there, that 
he's real, and that he's not going to just vanish. "You can wait here if you like. Or | can get you a cab home. 
You're not working tomorrow, are you?" 

David shakes his head and waves of honey hair fall into his eyes. | find myself falling a little harder for him 
and | can't help but to cup his face and give him a deep kiss. David moans and clings to me, his fingers knotting 
in my hair and his tongue dancing across my lips. 

| want you," | say softly. "And | will, later. Let me go and work for a bit longer and then I'll take you home." 
"Promise?" His hazel eyes are dark and glazed. 

"Promise." 

| give him another kiss and turn to leave. At the door, | look back over my shoulder and find him perched on 
the arm of one of the plush easy chairs. He gives me a soft smile and a little wave almost as though to wish 
me well for the next few hours. 

On the other side of the door is a club that's as riotous as ever. There's an almost painfully skinny redhead on 
the stage with a crowd of men leaning in to take a closer look | can see other strippers wandering around, 
keeping men entertained and quietly hustling for business. Rich, Jake's partner in the club and at home, 
approaches me and | can see a resigned look in his eyes. 

"Grohl's booked you." His voice is so soft | could cry. | know he's feeling the pain as much as | am. 


"You could have said no," | gently hiss. 


Rich shrugs. "He offered treble your price. Fifteen thousand." 


My eyes bug out of my skull. "Why?!" 


"Your quess is as good as mine. Your cut will be in the office when you're done. One hour, James. No more, no 
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less." 


Word's been getting around about my unwillingness to work with Grohl and | shouldn't be surprised at the 
amount of money that he's offered. | should be turning it down My morals should be kicking in But my bank 
account is laughing. Literally. | just know that he'll make me bleed. And if it keeps him away from David.. 


"And Mr Smith has booked you for next Friday" 


Now that brings a smile to my face. | like Mr Smith. He's an older man, probably in his fifties, who likes to role 
play punishing his mostly-grown up son. Its always a fun evening and | look forward to spending an hour over 
his lap and, eventually, on the bed. Or on my knees. Or however he wants me. | just wonder what he'll bring 
this time? | could do with trying to book him more because, much like Grohl, he pays extremely well. Unlike 


Grohl, he's fun to be with. 

Speaking of which, | need to go and face my fate. 

Grohl's in room |, the room reserved for our highest paying guests. The walls are red and there's an ornate 
four poster bed in the middle of the room. There's also various other items, most of which would be seen in 
your more upmarket dungeon. On top of that, there's an open bar. Which, let's face it, he's spent enough 


money to be entitled to. 


| walk in and find him sitting in a high-backed wooden chair. His hands rest on the arms and he has one leg 


slung over the other. As always, he looks impeccably relaxed. 
"Fifteen thousand?!" | can't help myself. 


Dave smirks. "Fifteen thousand for you to keep your mouth shut for an entire hour. Unless | tell you to put 
something in it, that is." 


A blush races across my cheeks. The low lights of the room make it feel as though we're supposed to be 
relaxed. Or in hell. | can't decide which yet. Dave nods to the chair beside him. 


"Take a seat, James. Let's talk." 
"Not sure if | want to talk," | murmur. 


‘In that case." Dave shrugs. "Maybe you should take your clothes off and let me get my fifteen thousand 


dollars worth." 


For a moment it feels as though we're in a stand off. We each stare the other down, daring them to make the 


first move. Eventually | drop myself into the empty seat and stretch my legs out before him. Not because l'm 
overly interested in what he has to say but because | don't know if | can take the beating that he'll hand out. 
And | know itll be harsh because he's paid good fucking money to have me to himself. 

Dave leans on one arm of the chair, his chin resting in one hand as he looks at me. For the first time | feel like 
l'm seeing the man behind the facade. The man who dares to not be seen But | also know enough about him to 
act with caution. 

| can give you the world, James," he softly says. 


"| know. But | also know that it'll cost me." 


He gives a little nod before continuing, "I can make us all a lot of money. More than you can ever dream of. 


You wouldn't have to strip or fuck random guys any more. You could live a happy and contented life." 
"But what'll it cost?" | quietly interject. "Because you're not having David. He's not for sale." 


Dave shrugs and leans back in the chair. He touches his fingertips together and takes a deep breath before 
looking back at me. "That's negotiable. There's always you." 


"You haven't even heard us yet. We could be shit” 

"I've heard how good you are. From other sources." A ghost of a smile whispers over his lips. 

l'm surprised he doesn't react when | roll my eyes. "Mustaine by any chance?" 

"Might be." 

The room seems to be getting insufferably warm and | wonder if he asked for the heat to be turned up. Why, 
| don't know. Unless it's in the hope that I'll get naked while we're talking. Joke's on him because he'll have to 
ask for that. I'm sure | can sit and bullshit for an entire hour. 

"Can we at least get up to speed before we do anything with, or for, you?" 

Dave nods and lowers his hands back to the chair. "Of course. I'd expect you to write songs and compose 
music. A covers band is of no use to me" He pauses and leans in again. His fingers cup my chin in order to 
hold my gaze against his own "But, from what I've heard, you could be great.” 

"You don't know that," | murmur. 

But | can feel myself being swayed. | can feel him slowly persuading me to hand over everything to him. And 


that's what he wants. He owns us from the second we sign a contract. Me, Kirk, Lars, and David. He'd own us 


all and be able to do whatever he wanted with us. Including taking, and using, David. 


His fingers wander from my chin and to my throat. They apply the barest of pressure, enough for Dave to 
tilt my head to one side and expose my throat. His breath, warm with whisky, whispers over my cheek and | 
resist the urge to wince. 

"| do know," he quietly replies. "And you know just how much | could help you." 

His lips finally make contact with my cheek, pressing kisses to my jaw before sinking down to my throat: 


"| can give you the world," he softly continues. "All you have to do is ask." 


His lips find mine and its the gentlest he's ever been with me. | know that there's an ulterior motive but, 


damn, this man knows how to touch another. Our kiss deepens and his hands return to cupping my face. 


"Let me take you to bed," he whispers. 
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| walk out of that room an hour later and over ten thousand dollars richer. There's also not a mark on my 
body unless you count the teeth marks just above my left nipple. I'm dazed and more than a little confused. 
My confusion deepens when | see David and Kirk staring at me from the bar. Both of them have bewildered 
looks on their faces and, to be truthful, | can't blame them. But I'm almost too blissed out to care. 


Draping an arm around David's shoulders, | press a kiss to his hair. "Let's go." 


"Wait. Wait. Wait. Wait." Kirk's hand lands on my wrist and | turn to give my friend a gentle, probably soppy, 


smile. 
“sup, Kirk?" 
His dark eyes are wide and there's anguish floating through them. "What happened in there?" 


| shrug and lean on David. l'm sure that both of them are slightly confused, especially as my favourite pastime 
appears to be raging on Grohl. "Nothing. And everything. For once he didn't beat me. And, you know, maybe we 
should think about his offer." 


Kirk's eyes narrow and his grip tightens on my wrist. "Did you drink anything in there?" 
"Yeah." | pause. "Couple of beers." 


"l'm thinking maybe you should let David drive home and see how you feel in the morning. If you're feeling bad, 
get to a hospital." 


| squint at him and try to comprehend what he's saying. Finally | shake my head. 


"What l'm saying, James, is that, from the way you're acting, it sounds like he might have spiked your drinks. 
With what, | don't fuckin’ know. But you walked into that room hating everything about that guy. You walk out 
with a loved up smile on your face and insist that maybe, just maybe, we forget that he's beaten you fo a 
bloody pulp, tried to sweet talk you into a record contract that we know is going to cost us dear, and tried to 
steal your boyfriend." Kirk glances to David. "Sorry that you're hearing this here, David. But whats happening 


with that guy runs deep and the last thing | want is to see you have your innocence stolen by him." 


Kirk steps away from me and slides his hands along David's cheeks. "Whatever you do, do not go into a room 
alone with Grohl. Please. Keep that wonder for as long as you can, David. Keep your innocence. Keep smiling 
whenever you see something that excites, or fascinates you. Keep loving everyone with all your heart. Because 
Grohl will steal that from you." He nods to me. "We're street-hardened, David. We've seen it all and done it all 
Nothing surprises us anymore. Trust me when | say that we look at you and hope that we can capture a little 


of what lives in your soul. We love you, David. Love you more than you can imagine. With that love comes the 


need to protect and care for you. You understand, right?" 


David nods almost dumbly and | can see tears glazing his eyes. Hell, Kirk's impassioned speech has left me with 
tears in my eyes. | suddenly feel like a dumb oaf and | suspect that l'm going to wake up with a raging 


headache and a case of buyer's remorse in the morning 

Kirk returns his attention to me. *Please tell me that you didn't sign anything in that room?" 
| shake my head 

"So you just talked and fucked?" 


| nod. | want to go home. | want to go to bed. | want to forget everything that's happened this evening. | 


especially want to forget how close | am to dealing with the devil. 


Kirk rolls onto the balls of his feet and kisses my temple. "Go home. Sleep. Call me in the morning and let me 
know how you feel. Remember, if you feel ill at any point, hospital." He strokes the back of my head before 


leaning into whisper. "Been there, done that." 


My blood runs cold at his revelation. | didn't know that he'd had his drink spiked. Almost doesn't surprise me. 
We all have at some point. I've obviously been lucky. And Kirk isn't going to divulge the details in the middle of 
the club. 


As per Kirk's suggestion, David drives home while | silently watch the neon of Hollywood Boulevard slide by. We 


say nothing. | must have given him the impression that | want to walk out on us. 


He parks the car in the underground garage and we walk into the apartment in silence. David goes straight to 
the bathroom and | find myself feeling like utter shit. | sit on the edge of the bed and stare at the closed door. 
Beyond it, | can hear the shower. Normally David would have hauled me in there, stripped me naked, and sucked 


my cock beneath the hot spray of water. But not tonight. 


| feel sorry for myself. | should have turned down that call with Grohl. | shouldn't have gone into that room. | 
definitely shouldn't have accepted drinks from him because | think that Kirk was right. I'm starting to feel like 


I'm coming down and it isn't my sadness and depression kicking in 

Eventually the bathroom door opens and David, wrapped from head to foot in towels, walks out. He ignores me 
in order to put himself into his flannel pyjamas, something he hasn't done for weeks. Normally he sleeps naked 
or just in shorts. But tonight he's covering everything up. 


"David" My heart breaks as | whisper his name. 


He rounds the bed and sits beside me, his eyes on the floor and his wet hair hanging around his face. | can tell 
that he's struggling to process everything. | was, and still am, the same. David has a lot more strength than 


lve ever had and | think that's why | love him as much as | do. Twenty year old me would have been 


screaming in David's face. David just sits silent for a moment as though composing his thoughts. 


"James." His voice is as soft and as quiet as my own. "lm honestly not sure what's happening with you and 
Grohl but I'm scared that you'll go to him." He sighs and shrugs, the towel on his head unravelling a little as he 
does. “But if you do, you do. | don't control you. I'll be sad about everything ending but I'll move on" He begins 
to speak againhis eyes forever on the floor. "My parents have been through so much and I'm determined to 
be like them. | don't want to walk away. I'd rather us fight something out than call it a day. | want to make this 
work. But if you dont, I'll understand." 


| feel the blood freeze in my veins and | turn to wrap an arm around David's shoulders. In truth, I'm surprised 
that he doesn't pull away from me. From the look on both his and Kirk's faces, | must have left that room 


looking like the cat that got the cream. Which is where David got the idea that I'm leaving him for Grohl from. 


‘lm not going anywhere," | whisper as | try to hide the tears in my voice. "David, | love you and you alone. I'm 
not going to Grohl. He's just a guy that | fuck for money. And you know what? | seriously regret going into 
that room tonight. But because it was in the club, | had to go. | had little choice in the matter. He knows that 
and he used it to his advantage. Saying no to him there would have had me fired. And, for once, he was nice 
instead of a complete bastard and spiked my drinks to boot. David, | feel like shit, and not because there's 
some unknown drug coursing through my system but because you're also upset. Grohl knew exactly what he 
was doing tonight and wanted to put pain and doubt in your mind. But please don't listen to that. He wants you 
to break and feel jaded. He wants you to hate this city before you've even fallen in love with it. He wants you 
to walk away from me and into his arms so that he can play the saviour. l'm not in love with him, David, and 


never will be. He's a cruel and abusive asshole who will do whatever he can to get whatever he wants." 


David looks at me with watery eyes and the tightest of smiles. Reaching up, | begin to unravel the towel from 
his head. 


"| know you're not sure if you believe me yet," | softly continue. "But | hope that you will. Because I'm not going 


to lie to you. Until then, at least let me dry your hair if nothing else." 

And he lets me. He sits on the floor between my legs and lets me run a hair-dryer over his hair. He's 
completely silent while | do it but, from the way his shoulders begin to drop, he appears to be relaxing. And 
hopefully a little of that trust is beginning to return 


When we finally fall into bed, David wraps his arms around me and plants a kiss on my lips. His eyes turn up 


as he smiles. 
‘| love you," he murmurs. 
"I love you, too. Please trust me." 


He nods and tucks his head beneath my chin. "I do. | don't care what you do for a job. You know that. But | do 


worry that someone will eventually tempt you to walk away." 


Sighing, | hug him closer and press a kiss to his hair. "And I'm not going to do that. Not now. Not ever. Its you 
| want, David. We've got something special, you, |, and Kirk. And | never want to see that fall apart.” 


| wake up to the first grey pre-dawn rays filtering through the window and the sound of gentle groans. The 
bed creaks a little and, with a tiny smile, | crack open an eye to look to my right. 


David's awake and jerking off, his head thrown back and his hair spread over the pillows. His mouth is open and 
he sighs softly as he furiously works at his cock. I'm in two minds as to disturbing him. He may be 
embarrassed if | do. But also, | kinda want to help out. 


| watch him for a moment, marvelling at how deeply he's lost in whatever fantasy is playing in his head. | do 
wonder what he's thinking about. Us? Kirk? All three of us? The shows that he's seen in the club? The 
blankets shift enough to reveal his hand stroking his cock. Pre-cum glistens on his flat stomach and sweat is 
beginning to bead on his chest. 


Shuffling closer, | whisper my lips over his ear. "I can help if you like?" 


A hazel eye snaps open to look at me and David's hand stills on his dick. Shock shimmers over his face before 


he gives me a soft smile. His hand drops away from his cock and he shifts a little closer to me. 


Wrapping my hand around his cock, | slowly begin to stroke him while | press kisses to his neck. David's hands 


also begin to wander and he dives into my shorts to tease my now-hard dick. 
"You know," | murmur, "maybe we should take a trip to the sex store. Get you some toys." 


David's moan is positively indecent and my cock twitches in his hand. His hips roll up to meet me and | can't 


help but keep going. 


"Maybe a few dildos. Maybe a nice slender vibrator to help reach your prostate. Maybe something for you to 
fuck" | shrug and press myself closer, taking in his scent as he all but rides my hand. He's gorgeous and | 
can't get enough of him when he's wound up and ready to blow. Sure, | may talk about how much David's 


hormonal impulses can wear me out. But it's a whole other story when l'm wide awake and ready to go. 


David bucks his hips and his seed soaks my hand. My own cock responds in kind and | soak my shorts. My free 
arm wraps around David and | hold him close, my nose buried in his hair as my chest rumbles with groans. | 


don't want the moment to end. But, sooner or later, it will 


Its a lazy Sunday. Or should be except that we now have band practice on a Sunday. I'm really not sure if | 
should be having a drummer in the apartment but what the hell am | going to do? We drag ourselves out of 
bed and have a slow breakfast before the first squeal of the buzzer. A few moments later and Kirk, complete 


with his set up, wanders in. He smiles, gives me a hug, and promptly embraces David. 


"You know, the new guy might not like you two crawling all over one another," | say. 

Kirk shrugs. "We'll tell him before we do anything’ 

"Just no getting naked Not today. Or at least not until he's gone" 

My friend gives me the sly smile that screams about wanting to get into my boyfriend's pants. 
"When's he turning up?" | ask 


"Anytime soon. And | told him to bring a practice kit. Don't want to be pissing off your neighbours and killing 
this sweet little set up we've got" 


| nod and turn to David. He's sitting on the couch and noddling away at his bass. We kill the time waiting for 
our drummer with coffee and pastries fresh from the oven. At least one of us can bake and, for that, I'm 


eternally grateful. 


Eventually the buzzer goes again and our drummer, short in statue that he is, arrives hauling the skeleton of 


a practice kit with him. He looks around the apartment with wide eyes and a hopeful expression on his face. 
"You all live alone?" 

We nod and mutter an agreement. 

His eyes widen a little more. "Seriously? How?" 

"Jobs," Kirk replies before utilising David's excuse. "In entertainment." 


Lars dumps his kit in front of the couch and begins to set up. He doesn't seem.. brilliant at it and David hops 


up to give him a hand. “Entertainment? How?" 


| feel my face begin to turn beet red and | turn to Kirk. He's suddenly got an expression like a deer caught in 
the headlights. Thankfully David pipes up and saves us all. 


"Theatre. You know, set building, costume, stuff like that." 


Lars is probably the most enthusiastic guy I've ever met. The whole city could be powered between his and 


David's excitement. "Cool! You'll have to show me around one day.” 
"Yeah, one day," | mutter. 


That is never going to happen. Ever. No way are we taking him to the club and having our little theatre excuse 


now uncovered. One day we will have to tell him because, to someone who still lives with their parents, it looks 
like we live like kings. Once we've broken him and he knows our personalities a little more, we'll sit down and 
have a serious talk with Lars about what we do and why we don't particularly want our "secret identities" to 


get out to the world Until then, there's music to be made. 
| toss the strap over my head and settle the guitar at my waist. "Know any Sabbath?" 
Lars nods and grins. "Of course." 


And, with that, we launch into Paranoid. Lars is okay. Not great, nor particularly good. His practice kit falls 
apart a couple of times and David gives me pained glances as he desperately tries to help piece it back 
together. But we're making music and Lars is so very happy to be playing with people. I'm just not too sure 
about him. At least not yet. Maybe he'll grow on me. Or maybe we'll find another drummer and keep him as 


our promo manager. Because, damn, he's got a mouth on him. 


We discover that he's Danish, which would explain the interesting accent. He enjoys talking and we don't mind 
sitting back and listening. He's bought beer which also helps to wash down the crazy ideas that he's having for 
the band. Ideas of playing stadiums and making friends with the fans and all kinds of bonkers shit. Pie in the sky 
stuff that | can't help but not even imagine. 


We jam a little more before Lars tells us that he has to get back home. Something about going to work in the 
morning. We see help him to pack up, tell him to call us, and see us out. Once he's gone, we all collapse onto 
the couch, exhausted from all the discussions. David lies against one end of the couch with his feet in my lap, 


while Kirk leans against me. Not going to complain. | like having them like this. 
"So?" David finally asks. 

"So, what?" | say. 

"What do you both think of him?" 


From the corner of my eye, | see Kirk shrug. "He's okay. Not great, not brilliant. But where are we going to 
find a drummer for a start up band? Every drummer is already in eight other bands. We might have to give 
him a shot on this one." 


| have to agree. Drummers are rare. Guitar players are a dime a dozen in this town. | could throw one of 
David's pastries out of the window and hit ten of each. But drummers, even ones who currently have a habit 


of kicking their kit over, are rare. 


We decide to call him in a couple of days and tell him that he's in but that he has to practice. Religiously. Like, 
every day. Anything less is going to be a waste if we want to do anything decent. And | need to get my head in 
gear and start putting the notebook of lyrics to music. | showed some to David and | could see the happiness in 
his face. He was so excited. Overwhelmed, too. I'll never forget the hug that he gave me and the whispered 


words of encouragement. It made me realise just how lucky | am that we ran into one another on that stormy 


evening. David is everything that | need, whether | knew it or not at that point. 


"l'm up for that," David replies with a shrug. "Let's see how he does. If all else fails, we'll get someone else and 
keep him around for his other skills. Although that seems a bit of a let down for him." David sighs and pushes 
himself further into the couch. "He seems to like hanging out with us and, well, we could make it work He 


needs practice, just like all of us do. I'm sure he'll get better." 


And there we have it. David has a point and | have to agree with him. | wouldn't want to be kicked out of a 
band that I'd only just joined. That's the kind of shit that Mustaine would pull. In fact, he has pulled it. Kirk and | 
used to jam with him before we all hit the streets. Our band had a smattering of success in that we played in 
some of Hollywood's most well known clubs. But then, as always, egos got in the way. More to the point, 
Mustaine's ego got in the way. He didn't like my lyrics and wanted to use his own. | didn't like his lyrics and was 
insistent on mine. It ended in a bloodied fight outside of his apartment on North Sycamore Avenue. | walked 
away, only to be lured back a year later to lose my virginity to him. Do | regret any of it? Not really. At least 


not now. I've met the love of my life and hopefully, together, we're starting on a new journey together. 


Speaking of which.. My boyfriend has righted himself and is crawling across my lap so that he can pay Kirk 
some attention. Not that I'm going to complain. | let my hands rest at his hips as he settles himself on my 
thighs and begins to feed kisses to his other boyfriend. Never let me say that l'm not the luckiest fucker alive. 


